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New Players 


Author's Notes: 

So Rubi came up with the idea for this one. You guys loved Nikki's character so much in the last one we 
decided to give you more. You asked for him, so please show some love. | sear this will just as wonderful as 
the last. This oneis earning for the passion of an unattainable love. A love even Nikki is wrong. But Yakinamudo 
has a plan to Alter the chip from Nikki"s shoulders. Can he save hus karma and his sould and make him feel 


again? 

New Players 

Backstage 

Cajundome, Lafayette Louisiana 


b. November 1987 


Amy's (Bailey) POV 


"Bill Jeff! Where the hell are you guys?" | call out as | wander down the dark and empty hallways. 
Where the hell am | anyway? This backstage area is like a fucking maze. | think | might be a litle lost. 


| lift the half-empty champagne bottle | snagged earlier to my lips and take a swig. | also might be a little 
drunk. But I'm celebrating. 


My brother's band, Guns 'n' Roses, opened for Mötley Crue tonight! This is a huge thing. Not that | have 
anything to do with their success but I'm still celebrating. | recently turned twenty-one and left home to move 


to LA in hope to get closer to my big brother again 


He and his bandmates got signed. They recorded their album and now they are opening for Mötley fucking 
Crüe. How fucking cool is that? 


| can't seem to locate a single one of the band members. In the excitement and crowd of people | managed to 
lose them when Motley went off stage. I'd think at least my brother would've waited for me. But | bet Bill is 
getting shitfaced and hooking up with some groupie. 

| know you're probably on third base with a hot piece of ass," | sing out playfully. "But you just opened for 
the Crüe, man" | shout out loud, my voice echoing in the empty hallway. | take another swig from the bottle 
and stumble in my heels. 

Holding on to the wall, | try to steady myself a little. "Come on Bill! | want to celebrate with my big brother!" 
Bill is the singer of their band and a total whore. | mean it. Seriously, | guess the other guys aren't innocent 
either but being the fucking singer just seems to make it easier to get laid. He calls himself Axl these days 
but you'll never get to hear this stupid name from my lips. What a fuckhead. 


| love my brother more than anyone else in the world. I'm lucky to have him. He takes care of me, and | do the 


same for him. Being raised by a lunatic preacher, who used to beat us up for nothing let people bond, | guess. 
Turning a corner, there's still darkness. | bet he's screwing some chick somewhere around these dark hallways. 


"Zip up your pants, bro. I'm gonna find you." | giggle and stumble along, the champagne bottle still dangling in my 
hand. | haven't seen another person in quite a while. This is really getting creepy by now. 


| clamp my hand over my mouth, stifling a giggle when | bump right into a couple going at it around the next 


corner. They don't seem to notice me at all 
"That's it, baby. Take it all" | hear a dark voice slither out in a growl, that's definitely not my brother's voice. 


The lightning is so bad, | can't see much but from the sounds of things, it seems like they're having a great 


time. The girl keeps groaning. Thank god it's way too dark to see me blush. 


"Oh shit! | cry out, not able to hold a laugh when | grab at the next thing to steady myself again. Shit, l'm 
really drunk. "Sorry guys. Just.. uhm... ignore me. I'm gone" | stutter, still clinging on to an arm. Who the hell is 


this? 


A deep chuckle goes straight to my gut, when that arm curls around my waist, pulling me closer to that 


stranger. | can feel his breath on my ear. | can spell liquor on his lips. "You gonna join us honey?" 


| feel lightheaded. His voice is so inviting. Alluring like he has tranced me. But | push at him and stumble 
backwards. I'm not that kind of girl that has a threesome with some strangers in a dark hallway backstage. 


Don't get me wrong. | like sex. But the way | was raised just implies that you do that with your husband. Or at 


least with someone you like and know, as far as you'd ask me. 


The deep male voice gives a sinister snicker. The couple doesn't waste any time on trying to change my mind 


and goes on right back where they'd left off. 
Oh... yeah... Sixx!" | can hear the girl moan and can't shake off the shiver that runs down my spine. 


God, did | really just ran into Nikki Sixx of Mötley Crue having sex? | try to hold the bile that's rising in my 
throat. That guy is disgusting. Actually all of the Crue guys are, but Nikki tops them easily. 


He's a cruel and heartless son of a bitch that's screwing everything with a heartbeat. 
Actually, I'd bet it doesn't even need to have a heartbeat. That guy is just.. ugh! 
And he hit on me more than once, trying to get into my pants. 


Trying to get as much distant between me and Nikki Sixx, | run back the way | came from. 


Hell, | never want to get near that fucker again. 


Van Nuys 
New Year 1988 


Nikki's POV 
Yeah, | died last year. So what? I'm still here to tell the tale. | must have been a cat in some former life or 


some fucking shit. It's not like this this was the first time | OD'd and | bet it's not gonna be the last time 
either. 


But it was weird, you know? Seeing myself lying there not able to do anything, just waiting to see where your 
final trip is ending. To be perfectly honest, | was scared as shit. | know exactly that I'll end up right down in 
hell. There's just not much good | did in my life. 


Except helping Stradlin saving his church chick maybe. | hope this got credited somewhere. Otherwise they're 
going to get to know me when | finally kick the bucket. I'm gonna be pretty pissed after what | did for that 
chick. 


Whatever, fuck I981! Happy new year to me. 
Its not that a lot will change in 1988. l'm kinda sure it never will. Everything is exactly the same. l'm still all by 
myself, sitting in my closet in the heroin house shooting up. 


Even after | died | just can't stop. I'm too fucked up. This new year will sooner or later end up like the last: Me 
dying eventually. 
Maybe they'll not be able to bring me back next time. 


| remember that Yakinamundo guy and his karma-talk. He told me that | will end up dead, a while ago. | wonder 
what he has to say about my survival. Should | go and visit him again? It has been a while, right? 


So, while I'm still arguing with myself if this is a really good idea and if that crazy fucker could really be a 
useful help, | find myself standing right in front of that weird grocery store in Chinatown 


Huh? | have no fucking clue how | even got here. | must be fucking strung out. But since I'm already here, | 
push at the door and the Asian lady behind the counter gives me a nod. 


"Happy new year Nikki-san" She points out to that door to the back "Yakinamundo wait for you." 
| shove my hands further in the pocket of my leather pants to fight the shiver that is running down my spine. 


How in fucking hell did they know | was coming tonight? This place and those people creep me out. Seriously. 
And there's not much in life that gives me the creeps. 


Geffen Records 

Downtown Los Angeles 

13. March 1988 

Amy's POV 

"Axl. We need to discuss details of the second leg of the tour after your meeting with the bosses.” Glen, one 


of the tour assistances tries to get my brother's attention, following him in the hallway of Geffen Records. 
My brother just keeps walking, not paying attention to him. He's such a diva sometimes. 


"l'Il take care of it" | say and grab the piece of paper, which Glen is waving in his hand. 


He's a cutie. Kind of hot in a nerdy way, if | were into that kind of thing. Which l'm not. 
| don't like men. No, I'm not a lesbian. My history with men just isn't good. All the important men in my life are 
either total whores or abusive motherfuckers. When it comes to relationships with men, well let's just say: l'm 


a total failure! 


| realized a long time ago that | seem to just only be attracted to men with issues. Hell, I'm living with a bunch 


of rockstars with a shitload of issues. 


Booze, drugs, wild parties and sex. Just name it. I've seen it all. And let me tell you: living the rockstar live 


from my perspective is not really appealing. 


I've been cleaning up more vomit, used drug gear and cum than | can keep track on. | guess every shrink would 
say I've been drawn to this kind of men because of my stepfather and the problems | had with him. 


If you'd ask me, my issues with men just come from being around a bunch of dogs who just think with their 
cocks. Seriously. | should overthink the lesbian thing again if all men are really like that. 


Casual sex is something | could never do. | tie too many emotions to sex to be able to sleep with a guy and 


never see him again. So | removed relationships and sex from the menu. I'm totally okay with that. Well, most 


of the time. 


Anyway, back to the now: I've been staring way to long at cutie Glen. So | let out an awkward cough and try to 
keep up with Billy. 


Jeff is following me. He's better known as Izzy Stradlin these days but | still remember him from high school 
when he was my brother's only friend They've already called him Izzy back then. But the name Stradlin? Who 
the fuck came up with this? 


Izzy's a cool guy. Hot as hell as you'd ask me but like every other man, he has issues. 
Heroin is his major problem. Same goes for most of the rest of the band. See? I'm not overacting when | say: 
All men have issues! 


But Izzy's on a good way to get clean He's trying. his girl, Mu, is helping him with it. 
She's so fucking pretty, I've never seen any girl like that. | know I'm far from ugly but compared to her | look 
like crap. She's a redhead, just like me. We are even the same age. But when | compare myself to her, her hair 


would always look nicer, her legs would longer and her smile would look brighter. 


| can't help letting out a sigh, when | join the guys in the meeting room. Yeah, MJ is beautiful. So what? Its not 


like | want to impress any men, right? | don't like them anyway. 


"Let's get straight to the point, guys: You need a new tour manager for the second leg of the tour." Tom 


Zutaut's voice snaps me out of my thoughts. "I'm not trusting you guys to do this alone and we're running a 


bit low on staff these days... so." 


My gaze travel towards my brother who's not looking amused. Shit. This is not good at all. 
"This is not a fucking kindergarten, Tom. We can look after ourselves." Billy cuts him off. 


He's pissed. When it comes to the band, he doesn't like surprises like that. And all | know is, if they're not 
getting a proper replacement, they'd probably cancel the tour. 


Tom looks straight at the guys. "I won't let you go without support guys. I'm gonna find a replacement.” 


"Hope you better be quick, Tom. Because we're not gonna cancel the tour because of that shit!" 


Are You Shitting Me 


Hellhouse, Los Angeles 
lb. March 1988 


Amy 


Nikki. Sixx? 

‘Yeah. Nikki Sixx: 

‘You mean Nikki Sixx, bass player for Mötley Crue? That Nikki Sixx? 

‘Yeah, Amy. That Nikki Sixx: 

Tom is starting to sound a little bit frustrated with me as we speak on the phone. 

| get it. Because | probably sound like a retard right now. It's just that my head keeps rejecting what he's 


telling me. 


Nikki Sixx.. ugh... | don't understand.’ | try again to get what he's trying to tell me. ‘So Nikki Sixx is going to be 


GNR‘s tour manager? He's going on tour with them? 
‘Yes, exactly. Could you tell Axl? I've gotta go Tom replies. 


| suddenly panic that he'd hang up the phone. 


‘Tom? | almost scream. 
‘Yeah, sweatheart? 


‘You think that's a good idea? Why is Nikki doing this anyway? Isn't he supposed to look after his own band or 


something 
‘I's our only option, honey. And he volunteered: 


While my brain is still busy figuring out why the fuck Nikki Sixx would be volunteering for that, Tom hangs up 
the phone. Did he even say good bye? | have no fucking clue. 


Nikki fucking Sixx. God help us. | didn't even know he does shit like that. He has his own band, Mötley Crue. 


Doesn't he have to work on a new album or some other things, rockstars off tour use to do? 


Why on earth would he go on tour with my brother and the guys? The answer to that comes within an 
instantSure, he could get strung out, fuck everything with a pulse and a vagina and start trouble all the time. 
Nikki Sixx is evil. And l'm sure he's bored like hell at home. Shit. This is going to end in a disaster. 

Well, apart from running into him fucking some chick in Louisiana last year, | don't know Nikki that well. But on 
each other occasion we've met for a second, he hit on me every single time. And every time | turned him 


down. He didn't like it that much. | guess he's not used to women turning him down. 


Yeah, sure Nikki is hot. Very hot. But I'm not about changing my views for a hot guy that uses women he 


does. 
After Tom hung up on me, | get all the guys together and wait until they are all sitting around me. 


‘That was Tom on the phone: | say and all eyes come up to me. | take the bottle of beer that Slash is holding 


out to me and take a swig. 

‘So, what's happening?’ Billy asks. He's anxious, | can tell. It's been very stressful the last days. 

‘We've got a new tour manager: | say plainly. 

‘And? Who is it? Izzy pushes. 

| take another swig on my beer and let out a small sigh. 

‘Nikki. Sixx. 

Slash's eyes widen. ‘Seriously? That's awesome: 

| know he's been friends with Nikki quite a while now. All the guys have some kind of history with the Crue. 
‘You've got to be fucking kiddin’ me! Izzy cries out. ‘There's no fucking way l'm going to survive that tour with 
Sixx around: 

Izzy flips a cigarette to his lips and lights it while he continues. ‘You remember that shit in Vegas? First he 
fucking drugged me out and then he stabbed me with a needle right into my heart: 

Billy rolls his eyes at him. ‘Yeah, fuckhead. He also saved your girl, remember? 


Izzy just huffs at him. 


‘So, what do you think? | ask my brother. 


He's silent for a minute. 


‘| think it could be fun. He knows places... and people: 


The guys all nod in excitement. 

This is exactly what | don't want, but | knew what would happen the moment | told them who is going on tour 
with them. | honestly have no problem with the guys having some fun. They already have tons of fun doing 
drugs and sleeping with plenty of women. 


But Nikki Sixx's version of fun will be a whole other league to my boys. | already witnessed some of this while 


GNR was opening for the Crue. But Nikki Sixx traveling with them? Being around them 24/7? 
He's going to ruin them and the tour. 
Its going to be more about them getting high and laid than music. | know his rep. Damn. The guys need a 


manager who has his eyes on them all the time and not one whose eyes are all over the next chick he's going 


to bang. 


Tour Bus, Los Angeles 

23. April 1988 

Amy 

Here we are. Heading towards Iwoa for the second leg of the Appetite for destruction tour. | still can't believe 
the guys really made it 

My eyes travel over the bus. This will be our home for the next months. It looks so fucking huge. 


| jog up the stairs and turn into the gallery, following the guys. Before | even enter | stop in my tracks at the 
sight before me, my breath leaving me in a rush. 


Nikki Sixx. 


Well, the back of him anyway. | know it's him because it's impossible not to recognize. His huge size eats up 
the small space of the bus even more than Duff's. His arms are sleeved in tattoos. 


Gone is his spiked up hair and that ridiculous stage makeup. He actually looks like a normal guy. Shit! What the 
fuck is he doing here? 


Slash spots me over Nikki's shoulder and his eyes light up. ‘Amy, look who's here! he cries out with an excited 
voice. He seems to be the only one who's really enjoying the company of that jerk. 


| fight the sudden urge to walk over and slap him. Nikki looks over his shoulder, his intense dark eyes hit mine, 
sending a sudden heat through my body. He turns and his gaze travels down and up my body. My stomach 


clenches. 


Oh fuck. Why in hell is my body reacting to Nikki Sixx? | can't stop thinking about that moment | walked up on 
him having sex. | may dislike him but my body doesn't. 


Thankfully my brain is still intact. It's screaming to get the fuck away from him. Nikki is an arrogant, sex- 
crazed junkie, whom | want nothing to do with. Only.. he just happens to be really hot arrogant, sex-crazed 
junkie. | fucking hate that. His hair is messy and he looks like he hasn't shaved in days but that makes him 


even look hotter. 


Add that hot unshaved look with a black fitted shirt on his slim body, black skinny jeans stretched over his 


long legs and finished off with a pair of new rock boots, and Nikki Sixx makes one very lickable package. 
Lord help me! 


| meet Nikki's eyes and he's smirking. Because I'm staring. Great. His eyes travel straight down to my chest. | 
watch his eyebrows lift and that sideway smirk deepening. He looks cute in a hot, sexy way. 


Hot, sexy and cute? What the hell? Nikki fucking Sixx is not cute. Men like him are dangerous to women like me. 
And now look at him: openly staring at my boobs. Perv! 


| can hear my brother letting out a cough while | cross my arms over my twins. 
‘You remember my sister, Sixx?" Billy says with a strange tone in his voice. 


Not that anyone would notice this but me. | suddenly think he may not be a big fan of Nikki.Did | mention how 


much | love my brother? 


Nikki's eyes come back to mine, that smirk still on his face:Amy..' He says in that deep voice of his. ‘It's been a 


while: 
Ugh... not long enough. 


| just nod. He's still staring at me. Its getting kind of uncomfortable but | can't break the stare. No way l'm 
losing this weird staring battle. 


Billy breaks the silence. ‘We've got to discuss the sleeping arrangements a bit: 
My head tilts a bit in his direction, still not breaking the eye contact with Nikki 


‘Huh?! | ask confused and another kind of grin appears on Nikki's lips. What the fuck is this about now? 


‘Nikki's staying on the bus the whole tour My brother's voice rings in my ears. 
Then there's silence. | think | have misunderstood something. ‘I'm sorry. What? | press out. 
Billy looks at me, trying to figure out why l'm acting so weird. 


‘You and MJ are crashing in the bedroom. We guys take the bunks. He says, ignoring my question like I'm 
supposed to get what's going on here. 


Nikki is still staring at me. But this time his look is curious. | blink away my confusion. He's staying at our bus 
the whole tour? Living with us? | was hoping he was taking his million dollar jet and leave us the fuck alone. 
That can't be right. 

Then my eyes land on the duffle bag at his feet. Oh god. He's staying here. 

He can't stay here.. Well, for so many reasons that | don't even know where to begin with. 

| fucking knew that bus was way too big and nice to be GNR's. 

| might look a little bit stunned because soon | hear my brother's voice again'! this okay with you, Amy?! 
There's silence again. | really try to say something nice. But the words just won't come off my lips. 

‘Honestly, | can't think of anything worse: | say instead. Shit! 

Everyone looks at me in shock Oh fuck | act like a bitch. That's not me at all 


Then | hear Nikki's deep voice. ‘Amy, can we have a word?" 


| glance at him and see him strolling past me, heading to the exit of the bus. Avoiding the eyes of the guys, | 


turn on my heels and follow him. 


Nikki stops about thirty feet from the bus and turns to me. | almost run into him, tripping. His body is tense. 


He folds his arms over his chest, staring down at me. | look up at his face. He seems even taller out here. 


| decide to speak first, because | really need to apologize. Nikki hasn't done anything wrong and | acted like a 
total bitch. ‘| am sorry for what | said‘ | nervously run a hand through my red hair. 


He lets out a small sigh and scratches the stumbles on his chin. ‘Look, Amy... | get it. You don't like me staying 


on the bus because of our history and.’ 
‘We don't have history: | cut him off. 


‘We so have history’ He says with a crocked eyebrow. 


‘Uhm... no, we don't. History would involve something happening between us. What, thank god, never did: | say, 
trying to prove a point. 


‘Yeah, wellt He gives me one of his sexy smirks. ‘It would have been, if you weren't so fucking... 


‘Skip it! | cut him off again, holding up my hand to stop him. ‘| don't fucking like you, Sixx. That's why nothing 
happened: 


Something in his eyes light up and | wonder if | just gave him a challenge here. ‘If you believe this or not, I'm 
not here to get you in the sack. I'm here to work’ He looks away for a second and | can't help wondering if 
Nikki Sixx just happens to feel uncomfortable.. Wow, shocker! 

‘Uhm... let's just say, it's not healthy for me to sit at home alone. | need to busy myself. So | want to make 
this work for the guys. And | don't want to mix business with pleasure. Besides that, Axl would kick my ass if | 


tried’ He gives me another smirk. 


‘You better remember that: | reply seriously, because | know my brother would always have my back. And he 


sure as shit isn't afraid of Nikki Sixx. 

‘So why the bitch act? He actually looks a bit confused. 

‘Honestly? | don't think you take things very seriously: | say without thinking. 

He steps up in my space and brings his head down, his lips close to my ear. | shiver runs down my spine. 
‘You really have to learn about me, is that l'm really serious about the things | want: 

| can't think straight. He's standing way too close and | can't help drowning in his sweaty and intoxicating smell. 
This is so fucking wrong. | try to kick some sense into myself. Tilting my head back | let out a laugh. ‘Serious? 
You? You're a sick fuck, Nikki. | know all about your rep. So leave me the fuck alone: 

His face hardens. Shit. Maybe that was a bit too much? Not that | care. He steps back a bit and | can finally 
breathe again. ‘Damn hell, woman. | hit on you ages ago. Get over it. I've hit on hundreds of women and I've 
fucked and dropped every single one of them: 


‘God, you're disgusting: 


‘Thanks. He smirks at me. ‘So let's get back to business. Meaning: you stay out of my face and! try not to 
think of you as that ball busting lesbian. 


‘tm not a lesbian! | cry out. What the fuck? He actually looks confused. Oh my god. He seriously thought I'm a 


lesbian? Just because | turned him down? Ugh.. men and their ego. ‘Jesus, you think I'm a lesbian just because 


| wouldn't sleep with you? 
‘Yeah.. what other reason could there be? He still seems stunned. 


| can't help laughing out loud. | even need to wipe the tears from my eyes. ‘You never considered that you're 
not my type? 

He scoffs. ‘I'm everyone's type, honey: 

Yeah, sure. Asshole. He looks at me for a second, his eyes filled with humor. ‘You're really something, you 


know?! 


‘tm awesome: | shrug. ‘But not a lesbian: 


Why the fuck am | putting this down for him again? 


‘Yeah, got that. But now | have to figure out how you managed to resist me: He says with that fucking smirk 
of his. 


Really? 

‘Like | said: | don't like you: 

‘Heard that a lot before, ginger’ He says and | feel relieved that he finally gets it. Does he? 
‘Don't call me that! No fucking pet names: 

‘So we're good?” Nikki asks. 

| shrug. ‘Yeah, | guess. As long as we don't get into each other's way: 

‘Deal: He says and hold out his hand to me. 

| give him a grin and slide my hand into his. The electricity shock | feel when | touch him, nearly knocks me 
over. He feels it too. | can tell from the surprise in his eyes. 

Then his grip tightens and his eyes flicker to my lips. | can feel him moving towards me. 
That's when it hits me. He's going to kiss me. Shit. 

| snatch my hand from his and step back. ‘We should go: 


‘Yeah, we should: 


| turn and walk back to the bus. What the hell was that? I've never felt anything like that from touching a 


man. 


Unwanted 


Author's Notes: 
Rubi has written most of this fic so far. She's totally rocking it 


Unwanted 


Tour Bus, leaving LA 


Late afternoon 

Amy's POV 

It's late afternoon now and I've been successfully avoiding Nikki since we got out on the road. | know we cleared 
the air but | still don't feel comfortable around him. I'm confused. And that my body is reacting to him in a 
very strange way, isn't helping me. He doesn’t need to know that. His ego is already big enough without me 


contributing to it. 


So, l'm hiding out in the bedroom. Alone. 


| hear a knock at the door and my brother's voice. ‘Can | come in? 
‘Sure | reply and the door opens. 


Billy comes in and jumps on the bed, crossing his arms behind his head. He looks at me strangely:So, why are 
you hiding out here? 


‘tm not hiding out: | reply. 

‘Yes, you are: He disagrees knowing me far too well. 

Fine’ | sigh. ‘I'm hiding out: | admit. 

‘| guess you're hiding out from Sixx. So, are you going to tell me what happened? I'm not fucking happy about 
having that jerk around either but you were really rude earlier. And Nikki is the kind of guy who can make shit 
really happen for us: He says with that expression thats telling me he won't let it go. 


| lean back in my chair and pop my feet up the bed. 'I just don't like that guy: 


Billy huffs. ‘Yeah, nobody does. Well, besides Slash maybe. But | know you, Amy. Behaving like this is so not you: 


‘You're right: | sigh. ‘And | apologized for it. But still... | just can't stand him. He's always hitting on me: 
‘What? Billy practically shouts, sitting upright. ‘When? 
‘It doesn't matter. Nothing happened. But he's just.. ugh. Nikki Sixx, you know?! 


| can see anger rising in Billy's face. And there's something else that looks like concern. "That motherfucker is 


evil, Amy. Seriously. Stay the hell away from him. I'm already regretting taking you with us on that trip: 
‘Calm down, angry. We talked: 


Yelled more likely. ‘| think he's gotten the message:My brother relaxes a little and runs a hand though his 
strawberry blonde hair:Okay. But if he tries anything... 


‘You'll be the first to know: | say. 


There's no way I'd let Bill know if Nikki made a move on me again. Aside of being able to take care of myself, 
l'm not risking Bill landing in jail again. | love him to death but he really has to work on his fucking temper. 


| see a smile on Billy's face'So, you turned down Nikki Sixx, huh? 
‘| did‘ | smirk. 


He lets out a roaring laugh-! bet that was a massive hit to his ego. No guy likes to be turned down, and Nikki 
is not used to that: 


‘| don't think | dent his ego. He must have been turned down by a woman before: | say with a chuckle. 


‘| highly doubt it. Most women just lie down and spread their legs for him. You aside | only know one woman 


that was Totally immune to his charm: 


‘Who?! | ask surprised, wondering which woman would be so strong. | don't even like that fucker and still feel 


my resistance crack when he's near me. 

‘MJ: He chuckles. 

My jaw drops. ‘He made a move on MJ? That must have pissed off Izzy’ 
He jumps up from the bed, turning to the door. 


‘You've no fucking idea’ He says with a smile and | know that | won't get anything from him. | need to ask MJ 


for details, later. ‘So? You're hungry? 


| shrug and follow him back to the kitchen area The guys are sitting around, playing guitar and drinking. The 
usual | guess. Nikki is nowhere to be seen. Bill sits with the guys and tells them we girls are going to make 
dinner. | roll my eyes and turn to MJ, who's already cutting vegetables. 

Then | hear a door opening and see a freshly showered Nikki exiting the bathroom, wearing nothing than a 
towel. Jesus Christ! | can't help openly staring at him. His skin is still wet, water dripping from his black hair, 


running down his tattooed chest. He looks fucking amazing. There isn't an ounce of fat on him. 


Nikki clearing his throat snaps me back to reality. My eyes dart to his. He's fucking smirking. | was totally 


checking him out and he knows it. Damn. 


| put back up my guard and give him an annoyed look. ‘I'd appreciate if you'd wear a little more clothing around 


here’ 
He turns away with a chuckle:Not her type my ass: | hear him mutter. 

What the fuck? ‘| heard what you said, asshole: | can't help bitching at him again. This guy is driving me crazy 
Turning around he laughs at me. ‘Hell, Amy. What are you? Twelve? | wasn't the one perving on my hot body: 
Ugh. Arrogant jerk. ‘| wasn't perving: | cry out 

So you admit I'm hot?! He chuckles. 

No.. 1.1 don't admit anything: | stutter. 

Why the hell isn't any of the guys coming to my rescue here? | look over my shoulder to see them watching 


us. There's a slight frown on Billy's face. 


When | turn back, Nikki's eyes flick back to mine. His stare hot and heavy. | can hear my blood rushing, my 
heart hammering in my chest. Why the hell is he looking at me like that? 


That moment is gone within a second. His eyes harden, his gaze traveling to the ceiling. He blows out a breath 


and turns around towards the bathroom. 


What did just happen here? 


Burlington, lowa 


2b. April 1988 


| spent the next few days thinking about Nikki. It was way more time than a person should spend thinking of 


someone she's living with! also took a lot of cold showers to get rid of the ache between my legs. 


But what made things harder is seeing a different side to the Nikki Sixx | thought | knewHe's really sweet. Still 


a sex-crazed perv, but he's kind. 


| can't believe l'm admitting it, but | like him. The nice guy inside that lunatic, |-don't-give-a-shit-about- 
anyone-but-me Nikki Sixx shell. 


Like today: | was watching him playing guitar with the guys. He's fun and relaxed No pretense, no guard up, no 
Nikki Sixx! He's just Nikki. 


| shake my head to get rid of those thoughts. This isn't going anywhere, Amy! Today's the guy's first gig. I'm 
sitting in the dressing room, while everyone is off for soundcheck. 

l'm hiding again. The last thing | need is to run into Nikki again. 

Looking at myself in the mirror, | wonder how in hell | should survive this tour. The booze, the drugs, the 
amount of groupies... Nikki Sixx! Thank god for Mu. Being the only female on this bus down to hell would be even 


worse. 


There's a knock at the door and when | turn around, a blonde woman sticks her head into the room‘Hey! Did 


you see Nikki anywhere around? She asks with a wide smile and enters the room.Thank god | did not! 

| look at her stunned That woman is so beautiful; | almost gape at her feeling like a little kidMostly because 
I'm dressed in ripped jeans and an Aerosmith shirt, which probably belongs to one of the guys, and she's 
dressed like a super model. Her legs seem endless in those high heels.God, I'm so lame. 


‘Uhm... no. Sorry! | reply and wonder who she is. 


She strolls towards me, holding out a well-manicured hand. ‘I'm Shaye. You must be Amy. God, girl.. You're even 


more beautiful then | heard: 


Huh? ‘Who are you? | ask. I've no fucking clue how she can know about me. Maybe she's one of Nikki's 
groupies? Yeah. There is no fucking way he'd not want to sleep with a beauty like her. 


‘Amy, you have any idea.. 
My eyes fly towards the door, at the sound of Nikki's voice. How in hell can he know that I'm in here? 
Then, without a warning, Shaye shrieks like a fucking banshee. ‘Nikkiiiiil 


She runs across the room, jumping him, pressing her lips straight on his. 
| can feel my face burning with irritation. Watching them kiss makes me feel a little jealous. Why in hell am | 


jealous? Its not that I'd like to kiss him, right? 


Nikki breaks the kiss and his eyes meet mine before he shoves her away from him. ‘Shaye..' He watches her, 
rubbing her lip-gloss off his lips. ‘It's been a long time: 


He knows her. Of course he knows her. 

‘Too long. She says in a singsong voice. She steps back closer to him, fumbling his shirt. ‘Tom said you're tour 
manager here. But | thought he was just shitting me. | mean.. hey.. Nikki Sixx as a tour manager? And here 
you are.. well, screw me sideways. Then again, you used to screw me every way possible, right baby? 

| want to vomit. He's had sex with her. Of course he's had sex with her. Half of the female population has had 
sex with him. 

Nikki's eyes flicker past her to meet mine. Again. Why is he looking at me like that? 

| dip my gaze, trying to look busy with my hands. Yeah, lame. | know. 


‘Look at you..' Shaye says and | can't help but have a quick look. ‘.. you're all grown up now.She ruffles his hair 


and traces a finger over his cheek. 
‘| grew up a long time ago’ Nikki says with a smirk. 
‘Sure you did, but | like it: 


| can't help staring at them. It's like a car wreck. You know it's gonna be disgusting but you just can't look 


away. 
He gives her a smile. ‘You look good, Shaye: 

‘Don't | always? 

You're getting older now, huh? Nikki says and | can barely hold a chuckle. He's such an ass. 

You never complained about my age when you used to fuck me. Thought you liked older women?’ 
| roll my eyes at the absurdity l'm listening to. 

Nikki lets out a dirty laugh. ‘You know me Shaye. | love any kind of woman. As long as she's hot: 
Shaye giggles and | turn around. | stick a finger in my mouth and fake gag. Please god, kill me now. 
So, what are your plans for tonight, Nikki? It's been years since we last fucked! 


My back stiffens. Seriously? I'm sitting right here. Shaye is really nice but | can't believe she's arranging sex 


with Nikki while I'm right here. 


Nikki's eyes are on me. His gaze burning into mine. In this moment its almost like he's trying to read me. I'm 


ready to get out of here. There's no way l'm gonna listen to any more of their sex conversation. 
‘Sorry Shaye. Can't | hear Nikki say. 


What? 


‘Okay... well, how about tomorrow?" 


A Rock Star In Chinatown 


Karma 2 


A Rock Star In Chinatown 
Chinatown Febuary 1988 


Nikki's POV 


| walk through the door and see Yakinamundo sitting cross legged on a rug of some sort with candles burning 
everywhere. Some strange incense fills the air. | can see his long white braid hanging down his back. 
Yakinamundo never even turns to look at me. He must be meditating or some shit. But he knows I'm here. | 


know he knows l'm here. 
"Welcome Nikki-san," He says in that strong Japanese dialect. "You late." He says with eyes that remain closed. 


"You were expecting me?" | question as | sit down in a chair across from him. | don't know why | question him 


at this point. 


He opens his eyes and looks at me with a smile. "Expect you Christmas. You late." His smile has always had this 
calming effect on me. He probably does it on purpose. 


"Why?" | ask wondering why he was even expecting me. Was it because he knew | flat lined a few days before 
Christmas? Or was | supposed to bring the fucker a Christmas present? 


"Nikki-san should have had questions." He informs me with that hinting sound in his voice. Come to think of it it 


was actually more like a knowing. 

"Questions? | ask playing stupid. | know it's probably no fucking use. He can read my whole fucking life, surely 
he knows when | lie. Yeah, | had questions. How'd he know | was going to die? Did he know | wouldn't stay dead? 
Or was he referring to a more permanent death. He say I'd die by the time | was 30. I'm not 30 yet but by 
the end of this year | will be. Is my real death coming? 

"Yes. Questions about death. About Prediction Nikki-san died, yes?" He asks me. 


| look down and nod, "For four minutes." Four minutes in which | hovered over my body watching it. I'll never be 
able to put into words what its like to watch paramedics pull a sheet up over your dead body. How could | see 
that shit? Did | just dream it? Or did | really leave my body? 


| warn Nikki-san. | warn your Karma. Nikki-san always so unwilling. Karma no lie." He then struggles to get up. 


"But how did you know?" | ask in bewilderment. 


He looks to me, "Yakinamundo aways know. Know when | find you and touch you." 


"So you knew I'd be a rock star? You knew I'd become a heroin addict? And you knew I'd overdose and die?" | 


ask just for some form of a solid confirmation. 
"Yes." He nods so matter of factly. 
"Well did you know I'd live through it?" | feel the need to enquire. 


"No. Vision stop with your death. Yakinamundo see nothing after that." He turns to jars of shit and starts 


mixing them in a bowl with his back to me. "Nikki-san was warned" 

| huff, "Yeah, | never listen to warnings | guess. But.but you told me that if | did good my Karma would get 
better. You told me | had to save another person who needed my help in order to help myself. Well | did 
that..and | still died." 

He turns to me and smiles, "Ahhh, but Niki-san earn second chance, yes?" 


"Did 1?" | question. "| stabbed a needle in a guys heart, big deal" | shrug. 


"Much much more Nikki-san" He slightly shakes his head as he grounds the contents in the bowl into a 


powder. "Tell me Nikki-san, world not so loving up high above them? " 


"You mean the fame not being all | thought it would? Not filling some.some hole in me?" | try to decipher his 


meaning. 


You may be wondering why l'm talking so openly to this old Asian Soothsayer. I'm never this open with any 
fucking body. Not even T-Bone who knows me best of all. Well, Tommy has never predicted a future that came 
true for me. So far Yakinamundo had predicted my fame, what it would be like, how it wouldn't make me happy, 


he told me I'd die by the age of 30, and that | had to save someone to be saved. | did save Stradlin | still died, 
but | made it. So yeah, what this old man say and thinks matters to me. 


"Nikki-san still empty, yes?" He says in that certain tone of certainty. 
"But | saved Izzy." | feel the need to remind him. 


"Ahhh Izzy-san. Izzy-san do better. Better than Nikki-san," He says pouring the crushed up powder that has 


turned brown into a glass. 


"Why is he so special that he had to be saved? He gonna fucking cure cancer or some shit? Why doesn't he 


have to save me now?" | smirk. 


"We live same life many time. Different, but same soul. All souls havehave mate. Yin and Yang. Souls get lost 
with reincarnation. Always searching, never knowing, in each new life. Eventually souls find other soul. Meant to 
be. Good Karma. Bad Karma ruin chances. Izzy-san found his other soul. Izzy-san had to find own soul. Had to 
accept. Too close to lose it. You help him. This good for Nikki-san too." He now pours some milky fluid into the 
glass with the brown powder. 

"So | have to be some good doer? Get a cape and search the night for bad Karma?" | chuckle. 

"No Nikki-san. You much like Izzy-san. Need to find own soul. Big wall around Nikki-san. No one ever get in. No 
one see real Nikki-san. Nikki-san always on stage. Put on show for everyone. Do so much Nikki-san lose himself, 
yes?" 

"| guess | push people away and just have superficial relationships," | shrug. Which was true. It was like a 
safety mechanism with me. My philosophy is, be a dick head to people, those that take the abuse are worth 
my time. But to trust.well | don't think | know how to do that very well. 

He turns to me with the glass in his hand. "Nikki-san vain. Nikki-san selfish." 

"| turned down pussy just last night thank you very much. That was pretty selfless I'd say. Besides, leaving 
emotion out is better than making yourself vulnerable. People only fucking hurt you. They can't if you keep 
them distanced." | quip. 

"But other soul you never find this way." He shakes his head with a sigh like | ride the short bus to school. 


"Can't | just skip the search in this life and leave it for the next guy who ends up with my soul? | mean is it 


really fucking necessary?" And yes, I'm 100% sincere. Let it be someone else's fucking problem. 


"Karma will never be good. Nikki-san never find happiness. A lifetime of misery without other soul." | seems to 


carefully explain with slow words. 


"So you're saying Mary Jo is Izzy's.soul mate? | had to save his fucking life so he wouldn't lose his soul mate? 


Why do | get stuck being Stradlin's goddamn keeper?" 

"That and more," he nods. 

"So what? I've gotta find a soul mate?" | laugh. 

"Not any, yours. There is but one" He shoves the glass of murky shit at me. "Drink" 

"You really expect me to drink that shit?" | ask in disbelief. "What the fuck is this bullshit?" 


"This special for Nikki-san. This make heart beat again." He shoves it at me again. 


"| get pussy any time | want. It's beating just fine thank you," | shy away from the drink. 
"It beat only for Nikki-san. The drink fix that"He urges more. 


"So what, | drink that shit and fall madly in love with the first chick | see?" | chuckle again. "No thank you, don't 


need the hassle of some chick trying to change me and tell me what to do all the time." 

"Your other only. For them you change yourself. Nikki-san do without thinking," 

"And if | never meet her I'm not going to taste horse piss or marry some fat bitch am |?" | skeptically joke. 
"Who say you no meet?" He says giving me a smile | can't help but draw a hint from. 

| perk up, "Have 1?" Had |? 

"Drink,"he says shoving the drink at me again, "It help Nikki-san see." 


| don't know why | took the damn drink, or even why | drank the chalky shit. It tasted like fucking dirt. But | 
drank it. Before | could even ask what was in it | fell into a deep sleep. | did not dream. And when | awoke | had 


no clue how long | had been out. | was still with Yakinamundo. He was busy doing something. 
"Now Nikki-san.now you have second chance." 


| rubbed my head not knowing if it was a hangover, the start of dope sickness, or the lingering effects from 
whatever he had me drink. Was it poison? Would | die soon? What if | was allergic to something in it? But for 
reasons | can't explain my vision seemed clearer. And | felt. | felt something more than craving dope or being 
horny. | felt actual human emotions. | felt things | hadn't felt since a child. | don't even know how to understand 
or label them. l'm a hodgepodge of emotions, all swirling like a tornado not knowing what to do or feel. What is 
this? What the fuck is wrong with me? Am | under a spell? Hypnosis? Did Yakinamundo make me his fucking 
puppet or some shit? What the fuck is wrong with me, am | losing my mind here? 


"Come Nikki-san, give hand," he says reaching for my hand. | give it to him. He closes his eyes in concentration 
| feel flooded with so so much more emotion. | feel | may burst. I'm fucking scared. Fuck me there's tears in 
my eyes. After a moment he opens his eyes and smiles at me as he releases my hand. A tear trickles down 
my cheek. His smile seems to comfort me. It makes those emotions settle and for the first time in possibly 
my entire fucking life, | feel human. "Much fortune Nikki-san." Yakinamundo says as he turns and begins cutting 


some vegetable looking shit. "Now you see world from same level as rest. Good day Nikki-san" 


| say nothing as | get up and leave. | feel confusion, bliss, doom, rage, joy, EVERYTHING. | feel things that | had 
buried so deeply they were forgotten to me. | forgot how much | hate to fucking feel. How the fuck is this 


even possible? Have | gone insane for good? What the fuck was in that fucking drink? 


Crumbling Walls 


Tour bus 
21. April 1988 
Amy's POV 


| awake in the middle of the night feeling even more tired than before | went to bed It's not that I've gotten 
much sleep in the last few days. A certain hot and sexy asshole had been on my mind way too often. This is 


really getting on my nerves. 


Last night's show went amazing. The guys really killed it and my brother was in top condition He knows how to 
entertain the crowd. I'm so fucking proud of him. 

Afterwards | had a few drinks backstage with the guys. 

Nikki had been noticeably absent. 

He had been there when the guys went off stage, but he disappeared soon after. 

So, | didn't have a chance to speak to him. Not that | needed to speak to him, but it wouldve been nice to hear 
what the thought of Guns ‘n’ Roses first show. | mean, he was the damn tour manager after all, right? 


| guess his mind had been somewhere else, because | saw him talking to a stunning brunette. And the way her 
body was wrapped around his, it seemed pretty clear what her intensions were. 
Still, his eyes had hit mine when | rushed pass them and heat had spread throughout my body. 


How could he set me on fire with just one look? 


By the time | noticed that Nikki had disappeared with the brunette, | tried to ignore the sick feeling | got at the 
thought of what they were probably doing. 

So | drank with the boys, not wanting to go back on the bus and possibly walking in on them fucking. 

When we went back, the bus was set in darkness and Nikki was already sleeping, probably wiped from fucking 
that groupie. Ugh.. that guy was disgusting. 


So, being awake in the middle of the night with no chance to get back to sleep, | exit the bedroom and see the 
curtains of Nikki's bunk open 

My stomach flutters from knowing he's out here - which is totally crazy. 

What am |? Twelve? 


| take a deep breath and try to keep it together. 


Ignoring my attraction for him lasts exactly three seconds until | see him sitting at the table and my 
hormones go into overdrive from the sight of him. 

His black hair is messy, the eyeliner smeared on his face and he's wearing nothing than a pair of black leather 
pants. Hell, he hadn't even bothered to zip up the pants. 


My heart beats like a drum. Even with more make up than his last week's bimbos combined, he looked sexy as 


hell. 
What the hell is wrong with me? Just stop eye-fucking him every time you see him, Amy! 


There's a mug of coffee in front of him and an empty box of ice cream. 

Where the hell did he get that? 

He's hunched over something that looks like a journal, writing like lunatic. He doesn't even notice that l'm here. 
Taking a deep breath, | walk towards him. When | reach the table, his eyes lift from the journal to me. His gaze 
almost burns a hole in my panties. 

‘Mornin ginger He drawls. His voice sounds all deep and throaty. 


So fucking hot. 


| ignore the damn nickname. There's no point in arguing anyway. 

‘Morning?’ | perk up an eyebrow. ‘It's the middle of the night! Why are you even awake, Sixx? | ask as | pour 
myself some coffee and join him at the table. 

‘| don't sleep much. There's so much coke around this fucking bus to stay awake for the whole tour: He says 
with one of his |-don't-give-a-shit-what-you-think smirks. But | can see something in his eyes that's not 
really matching his attitude. 


Slowly sipping my coffee, | give him a grin. 

‘You trying to shock me, Sixx? You realize that I'm living with a bunch of junkies, right? 

He nods, ‘And how's that working for you, honey?" 

‘You're asking if I'm using? Hell, you do know my brother, right? | snicker and see a slight smile forming on his 


beautiful lips. 
"So what are you writing? A song?" | ask as Nikki scribbles some more in a moment of silence. 


"Nah," he shakes his head and instantly closes the notebook he's writing in. "Just some other shit" He sighs and 


pulls a friendly smile to his face. "So why are you up?" He asks me, "Not doing coke are you?" 
| roll my eyes, "No. | just couldn't sleep." 

"You want something to help you sleep?" He asks looking at me. 

"I know you didn't just offer me drugs," | smirk. 


His smile twists, "No. | was gonna offer you milk and fucking cookies." Then his twisted smirk turns up even 


more, "Maybe you could use a little stress relief." 


My stomach drops at what he's insinuating to me. That arrogant fuck. | know l'm probably turning red. The 
more | think about it the hotter | seem to feel myself turning. Nikki must sense my discomfort because he 
gives a slight huff and drags from his cigarette. His eyes are completely locked on me sitting across from him. 


There's amusement in his eyes. | know he's really enjoying watching me squirm. 


"You're such an." 


"Asshole," He interrupts me and asks me as he's exhaling smoke, "Yeah | know, so you keep telling me." He 
extinguishes his cigarette in the ashtray and looks at me again. "You know | might not be so bad if you tried to 
get to know me. You know | am capable of talking to women without trying to fuck them." 


His eyes are on my chest and his gaze is on fire. I's when | realize I'm not wearing a bra. 

Shit! 

And in this exact moment my nipples decide to stand to attention under Nikki's gaze. 

Great. 

His eyes are wide. His tongue flickers across his lower lip and fire licks between my thighs. 

Then his face cracks into a grin and he chuckles. 

‘Girl, you've got a great fucking pair of tits: 

‘God, you're such a pig’ | press out, rolling my eyes at him. ‘Would you like it if I'd stare at the bulge of your 
pants all day?" 

Great Amy. What a stupid question. 

A full smirk spreads across his face. 

‘Are you asking me if you could stare at my cock all day? Are you sure you want me to answer that? 


That guy is just.. ugh! 


| sigh and remember what Axl had told me about MJ. And I'm still curious about that. | wonder if Nikki will tell 


me? “Axl says MJ's the only girl he's ever seen turn you down" 
Nikki rolls his eyes and slumps down over the table resting his head on his outstretched arm. "| never tried 
really..well.| kinda came on to her, but it scared the shit out of her, then Stradlin breaks down the fucking 


door, blows shit out of proportion and fucking punched me in the nose." 


| can't help but break out laughing softly. The thought of Izzy punching Nikki was sort of funny. That was one 


of the last things | would ever expect Izzy to do. He was always so fucking calm about everything. 


“Sure, laugh it up," he huffs. Then a solemn sadness seems to fill his eyes. "Those two are meant to be 


anyway," he says so softly | barely hear. "Mj's also the only one who ever sees me for me," he adds. 
"And pray tell, who might that be?" | smirk. 


He sighs, "Fuck if | know. Ask her | guess. MJ's a sweet girl, and | respect her." He pauses looking away from 


me. "And she loves Izzy." 
“Sounds like you might have something for her," | note. 


He softly smiles, "No.l'm not the one for her. Izzy is." 


Wow Nikki Sixx can admit to defeat? 


"They're soul mates you know," he shrugs and his eyes focus on the table. 
“There is no such thing," | huff. 


His brows furrow and as he looks up at me, "Why would you think that? Everyone has a soul mate, we just 


usually never find one another." 

| cock an eyebrow. This motherfucker is crazy. 

He sits up and looks at me intently. "Yeah, | know it sounds like bullshit, but it's true. Our souls keep living life 
after life, always unaware that we're on this fucking quest to find that person. And we keep searching, in one 
life and through the next until we do." 

Yeah. Bat shit crazy. 

He slouches down shaking his head slightly, "It doesn't matter," he says seeming defeated. 

"So what happens if you never find them?" | ask not meaning to hurt his feelings or question his odd beliefs. 
His eyes look to me hopeful. "We keep searching until we do.no matter how many lifetimes it takes." 

"You really believe that?" | ask him skeptically. 

He looks down, "It sounds crazy, right?" 

"Yeah it does," | don't hesitate to answer. “But if it's what you believe.well | guess that's all that matters." 
Nikki's fingers trace the edge of the notebook laying before him. "Did you know | died a few months back?" 


| listen in interest. 


"My soul left my body. | could see myself laying there dead.there's more to life after we die. | don't know 
what, but there's something..and.." he stops and looks away. "It's stupid.its not important.” 


"What?" | press. 
"Nothing," he sighs and stares out the bus window. 


Its weird. That guy keeps surprising me. 
| can't help wondering if there's more to Nikki Sixx than the rock ‘n' roll-asshole-attitude. 


Tour bus 
24. April 1988 
Nikki's POV 


Through a crack in the curtain across my bunk | can see Amy sitting and smiling. | love it when she smiles. 
Her face just lights up and it warms my fucking heart. It puts this weight on my chest though. | can't even 
fucking explain it. Fuck what did | drink in that glass from Yakinamundo? Since then l'm all fucking emotional and 
shit. | don't usually think this way or feel like this. Like not at all, not about any fucking thing. 


I'm distracted by MJ's voice. "Nikki is harmless. He puts on this show for everyone. | think he deliberately tries 
to make people not like him when they first meet him. But if you stick around he starts to show you a 
different side to him. Izzy used to just hate him, he doesn't as much anymore." 


"Why?" | can see Amy asking with a curious look on her face. 


"Nikki did so much for Izzy and I. In fact, without Nikki I'd probably be married to some old man in New 


Mexico." 
"Really?" Amy asks a bit taken by surprise | think. "Well, what's Nikki got to do with it all?" 


"My family was a part of this church cult and had promised me to one of my father's friends. It was my 
wedding day and | tried to break free. We were at this motel and | just tried getting into rooms. Finally | found 
an open door. It was Izzy's room. Nikki had sent him there to hide out because Izzy got stabbed by some drug 
dealer. Izzy got me out of New Mexico and took me to Vegas where | met Nikki. It was a few very crazy days. 
| fell for Izzy hard. | walked in on him and this girl.Well | was hurt. But Nikki let me hide out in his room away 
from Izzy. And he was the perfect gentleman the whole time. He even told me to forgive Izzy. But | was so 
naive, | had no idea how much Izzy was hurting too. He overdosed and Nikki saved his life. Nikki let Izzy and | 
stay at his house in LA while he was on the road. My family tracked me down there and abducted me while | 


was there alone. Nikki and Izzy came and found me. Nikki bought us enough time to escape." 

Amy looks down in silence for a moment. "But how do you get past that arrogant womanizing attitude of his?" 
"| guess because | know it's not real.its shock value." MJ answers. 

"I heard Izzy saying he was insane," Amy adds. 


| can hear Mu's soft chuckle. "He does play that part convincingly. But he's not. Nikki's really smart. He's so 
funny too. And.a great kisser." 


| can't help but smirk. 


"You kissed him? Does Izzy know that?" 
"He saw it happen.it wasn't anything really, just Nikki picking on Izzy a bit" 
"So you liked it?" Amy asks curiously. 


‘It was my first kiss with tongue. | was shocked and not thinking much about it, but it was good," MJ confirms. 
YES! "You find Nikki attractive don't you?" 


My eyes strain to read the shocked expression on Amy's face. "You've met my brother, right?" 
| can hear MJ chuckling. "Yes." 

"Then you know nothing can happen between me and Nikki.” 

"You do like him don't you?" MJ asks again 

Amy shrugs, "I suppose he's appealing 

"He does have beautiful eyes," | hear Md throw in 

"| don't date guys like him.handsome and bad" Amy shakes her head. 


"Nikki just needs the right girl. One he cares about and one that cares about him. He needs love, much more 


than you realize. Nikki has a lot of pain. | don't know what it is, but | think it could be fixed” 
Damn | should have taken that girl away from Izzy. There was no way any other chick would ever think of me 


as much as MJ did. | had to love her for that shit. Six months ago | probably would try to steal her. But that 


fucking drink Yakinamundo gave me is fucking my whole world up. It's slowly turning me into this pussy ass 


pansy. 
"He's a junkie," Amy shakes her head, 'I can't deal with that shit" 
"It is hard," MJ nods. 

"How is Izzy doing with that?" Amy asks her 


"Most days he's ok. He mainly just has trouble if he's around it. He's trying. He's trying really really hard. Hope 
he kicks for good before the baby comes?" 


Baby? Oh shit, is Stradlin gonna be a daddy? 


"You're pregnant?" Amy asks in shock 


"Yeah," MJ gleams, "Izzy doesn't want anyone to know yet though. He thinks your brother would freak out." 
Amy shrugs with a smile, "He probably would. But still, 'm so happy for you guys." 

"Me too. | hope Izzy asks me to marry him." 

"You know he will," Amy smiles. 

For some reason | feel sad. Everything was really coming together for Izzy. Since the whole stabbing incident 
his life just kept getting better and better. | know Yakinamundo would tell me its because he's found his other 
soul. | feel like that's never going to happen for me. l'm going to die a fucking junkie all alone. And for the first 


time in my goddamn life | want more than that. | want to live. | want to be happy. | do want to be loved by 


someore. I've never had that, not even from my own parents. 


Build Ups 


Somewhere at a skanky bar. 
3, May 1988 


Nikki's POV 


We're seven days into the tour. 

GNR has already done six shows. 

I'm fucking exhausted even though I'm doing shit. | feel so fucking useless. 

Being on tour and not able to play is killing me. Who the fuck came up with this stupid idea anyway? 
Oh, yeah. | did. Great job, Nikki. 


We're currently somewhere between Michigan and Ohio in a bar called.. 

| have no fucking clue what the name of the bar is but | still know where | am. This is an improvement | guess. 
Still, being the fucking manager sucks and l'm so fucking bored, | can't help thinking about getting back to the 
bus and just get high. But here | am at this trash dump of a bar at Truck stop in the middle of nowhere, 
babysitting the band. 

Worst thing about this? | have no real fucking intension of getting high. All| can think about is Amy and her 
conversation with MJ. 


Please, let somebody just kill me. 


Before the next show tomorrow, we're having a rare night off. And we're at a fucking truck stop. 

Great. But when you're on the road, glamour doesn't come into it sometimes. This is not fucking Motley Crue. 
These guys still need to earn it. 

And I'm stuck with them. | fucking hate my life. 


Sitting at the bar all alone, | glance at Amy and MJ. They are playing pool while the guys are enjoying their 
selves with a shitload of booze and skanky chicks. Why the hell am | sitting at the bar dinking alone? 

Right, | feel like a fucking outsider here. | don't used to care about this shit. 

Its fucking annoying to feel like this. 

Raising my shot, | glance at Amy again. She wiggles her ass as she bends forward and aims for a shot. 
Damn, this chick is fucking killing me. 

Every fucking time | think she's finally ready to give into me, she's avoiding me for days. 

My mood is at a new low and those damn rednecks, which are hitting on her since we got here, aren't helping 
either. 

| gulp down my Jack and sign the barkeeper to fill up. This is going to be a fucking long right. 


l'm maybe five or six shots of Jack in, drowning another, when a blonde chick slides onto the empty seat 
beside me. 


‘You know, you look exactly like Nikki Sixx’ She purrs while she presses her fake tits against my arm. 
| roll my eyes at that comment but still give her a nod, ‘Heard that a couple of times before, honey’ 


She backs off a little to take a good look at me. l'm drowning another shot. No way in hell I'm going to get back 
to the bus alone tonight. [ts about fucking time | work myself through this shit. 


Fuck Yakinamundo and his fucking drink. | need to find my inner asshole again 


| give that blonde bombshell one of my typical smirks and | can see exactly when the penny drops. 
‘You're not really Nikki Sixx, aren't you?" She whispers, covering her mouth with her hand to muffle the 
squeaking sound that's leaving her throat. It makes me squirm. These kind of chicks are just too easy. 


| gulp down another shot and nod. 

She actually turns pale for a second before she's all over me. Her hands are in my hair, her tongue in my ear 
and she's close to dry humping me on this fucking barstool. 

I've actually never been so turned off in my whole life. 


Fuck! What is fucking wrong with me? | used to fuck those kind of chicks all the time. 


| glance at Amy again and see her drinking and laughing with those damn rednecks. 

The hell with Amy! | need to get this shit out of my system and finally be normal again. 
| drown my last shot and jump to my feet, dragging the blonde with me. 

‘Let's get out of here’ 


We nearly got out of the bar as | shove the chick up the next wall, 

She's grinding into me, moaning my name. 

Its either the fucking whiskey or I'm really going crazy because my dick isn't responding at all. I'm a little 
shocked myself. Not that | ever had a problem getting it up. | don't. As long as I'm not too strung out on 
smack anyway. 

But my interest in sex had waned a bit these days. Hell, | can't even remember the last time | got laid. This is 


pretty pathetic. 


This shit is all Yakinamundo's fault. Now my dick is fucking useless since he made me drink that dirt shit. 

But it's different when I'm near Amy though. Every fucking time she goes all berserker on me, I'm hard as a 
rock and all | wanna do is grab her and fuck her senseless. 

And | swear she smells like fucking blackberries and cream. This is the most seductive thing | ever smelled on 
a woman. 


I'm fucking screwed. 


Amy's POV 


Did | mention | have a competitive streak? 


Even if | feel like throwing up, | can't back off and let Nikki win this.. whatever that game is we're playing here. 


| glance at Nikki and the blonde chick He's not kissing her. Good. 

But she's all over him, and he's not pushing her off. 

He glances across the bar at me. | quickly turn away and fake a laugh, patting -whatever his name was 
again-'s shoulder. 

| wait a few seconds and then look back. 

The blonde is whispering in his ear. He laughs. Then his hand comes to rest on her hip. 


| start to feel sick. 


The next thing | see is Nikki dragging that bimbo out of the bar. My heart drops. 

| feel like crying when | storm out of the bar, hoping he wouldn't get back to the bus to fuck her. 

I'm halfway across the parking lot, heading for the bus when Nikki's voice rumbles out like thunder from 
behind me. 

‘What the fuck was that? 

| turn slowly, steeling my confidence and keeping my expression neutral, blinking away the tears in my eyes. 


‘What exactly? | say calmly but my insides are anything but calm. 
Nikki takes a step closer. ‘Why were you all over that guy in there? 


Is he fucking serious? 
‘You're my brother now? | hiss at him, turning to walk away. ‘You seemed very busy yourself. Already 


finished that skank?! 


His face goes from angry to confused and back to angry. 


‘You're telling me you pulled this show because that chick hit on me? You're fucking jealous? ' 


| stop and turn around to face him again. 


‘Don't flatter yourself. | wouldn't be jealous if you'd be the last man on the planet: | huff. 


In a few steps he's right up close. His chest is in my face. He's everywhere. | can't fucking breathe. 

| tilt my head back to look up at him just as he leans down into my face. 

He smells of whiskey and this very unique smell that's just Nikki 

‘Okay, so this is how's gonna go: You go back to that bar. And I'm taking that chick up onto the bus, into your 


bedroom where I'm gonna spend all night fucking her brains out: 


lf he'd shot me, | don't think it would have hurt as much. 
Tears sting my eyes. ‘Fuck you, Sixx! | yell, shoving him away, turning to run toward the bus. 
| just want to get away from him and get rid of that damn pain in my chest. 


| almost make it to the bus when Nikki catches me and shoves me hard up against the bus. 


‘That's what you want, huh? He presses his body to mine. ‘Me to fuck you: 


‘| fucking hate youl | hiss, shaking my head but its not true. And he fucking knows it. 


He smirks. ‘That's something | can work with: 
His huge erection is pressed against my belly and tells me exactly what | need to know. 


‘| think you're a disgusting man slut: | whisper, smoothing my hand up his chest. His body shudders under my 
touch. 


God, he feels so damn good. 


Nikki's hand runs up my arm. His fingers slide into my hair and he pulls it down, tilting my face up to his. 
‘You're a fucking bitch, you know that? 


| know all it's going to take is one more move from either of us and we'll be kissing. 
Is that what | want? 

| lick my lower lip. 

‘Fuck!’ is the last thing | hear before Nikki's mouth is on mine. 


On a groan | open up for him and his tongue plunges straight into my mouth and he starts kissing me like he's 
starved. 

His hands go to my ass, my hands into his hair. He lifts me up and | wrap my legs around his waist. 

| moan as his erection presses right between my legs. | can't help it. 


Letting out a groan fuelled chuckle, Nikki starts kissing my neck, sucking his way back to my mouth. The whole 
time he's rubbing hat amazing erection of his against my hot spot. 
When his mouth reaches mine, he hesitates. Eyes on my face, he slowly moves his hand under my shirt. My 


head drops back against the bus with a thud. 


Then | hear the sound of loud voices. 
My brother, Slash and Duff are heading back straight in our direction 
Shit! | gasp. 


| look into his eyes for a second and push at him, running straight into the bus. 


What the fuck did just happen? 


Spa's Waking Soul 


Tour Bus 
On the road 


4 May 1988 


Nikki's POV 

| awake to the soft sound of an acoustic guitar playing some soft little melody. | know without looking it's Izzy. | 
don't hear anyone else so | know everyone else must be asleep. Since l'm not fucking sleeping much these days 
| decide to roll out of my bunk for some company. | know Izzy and | haven't had the best friendship, but 
honestly, he had grown on me. | think it had a lot to do with that damn drink. 

"Hey," | say and pop down next to him. 


His eyes are slow to meet mine. He stops playing for a moment and reaches for a bottle of whiskey. "Hey," he 


says as he takes a drink. 


"Thought you were trying to be sober these days," | note and think about the baby l'm not supposed to know 
about. Fuck why do | care about this shit? Goddamn that fucking drink. 


Izzy just nods and stares down at his guitar. 

"Everything ok?" | ask him noticing his odd behavior. 

He shrugs with a sigh, "MJ's having a baby." 

"Do you want it?" | ask him curiously because his attitude suggests this isn't really a good thing. 


"We haven't been together a year even l'm still doing dope." He pauses shaking his head, "How am | supposed 
to be a good parent and be like this?" 


| honestly have no fucking clue what to say. But | completely get his fucking point. "I'm sure Yakinamundo would 
tell you this is meant to be." 


Izzy rolls his eyes, "Like he doesn't know, right?" 
| smile. Silence fills the air as Izzy takes another gulp. 


"You know," | say, "I think you'll do just fine zz. You're really pulling your shit together." Wow Did | say 


something nice? What the fuck is wrong with me? "Mu's the best, and she loves you so much” 

Izzy looks at me strangely. "You on ecstasy man?" 

| slightly chuckle, "No, Im just happy for you guys. | kind of feel like | played a role in all that shit for you" 
Izzy smirks, "You coming to collect that first born of mine now?" 

| squint my eye and look up, "Mmmm, | dunno, you think it might be a girl?" 


Izzy's eyes cut over at me. "You know I'd fucking kill you in your sleep if you ever look at a daughter of mine, 


right?" 

"l'Il be sure to sleep with one eye open then, "I smile with a cocked eyebrow. 

Izzy smiles and looks back down to his guitar. "Guess l'm gonna have to ask her to marry me huh?" 

| sigh, "I think MJ wants that, yeah. What about you?" Fuck me, what am |, a fucking counselor? 

"I love her, | do, but every thing's happening so fast. | thought we'd be together a while before this shit 
happened. My life is too crazy for this shit right now. | wanted to be settled, have a house, be financially 
stable and shit before marriage and babies." 

"You're not ready are you?" | ask. And | actually care. Jesus Christ! 


"| don't know..fuck it's still a shock | guess. | love her so fucking much.. just don't wanna let her down" 


"You're always s hard on yourself man," | shake my head. "Stop trippin, you'd never let MJ down. | say go for 
it, marry her and have a dozen little Stradlin's.” 


Izzy eyes me suspiciously again. "What the fuck are you on? You never talk this way." 


| sigh and think a moment. | guess if there was anyone | could tell about Yakinamundo it would be Izzy. Hell he's 


the only one who could possibly understand. "| went to see Yakinamundo again." 
Izzy's eyes snap up to mine. "And?" He asks with a dry gulp. 

"He told me | had to find my soul mate. He did say you had found yours: 

Izzy smiles. 


"He gave me this drink.and he told me it would open my eyes, make me drop my walls, and start feeling. He 
said | lived like | was always on a stage. Told me now | could stop living above everyone and learn to live with 


them. He wants me to fall in love and shit." 
"Well," Izzy sighs, "I think whatever you drank must be working, you're losing the asshole in you." 


| smirk, "My head is so fucked up man. | fucking cry watching shit on TV now like a girl. I'm sitting here giving 
you advice and comfort and shit..lt's fucking scary to feel every fucking thing." 


"No shit," He smirks, "And how's the search for Mrs. Sixx going?" 


"Not great," | shrug "The only chick | am remotely interested in is." | stop myself and think hard. Holy shit. Is 
it Amy? Is she the one? 


Izzy is hanging on my words waiting for me to finish. My lack of speech must tell Izzy what | can't. "You know 


Axl would fucking kill you right?" 

"Am | that obvious?" | unsurely ask him. 

He just nods. "And | think she has a thing for you too..but like | said..Axl. Will. Fucking. Kill. You." 

| sigh, "Yeah. but fuck she drives me wild man. You think she's why Yakinamundo did this shit to me?" 

"Hell | don't know, but | kinda like the new and improved Sixx, you seem more real." 

"Well | fucking hate it! mean fuck l'm not even wanting to get high and shit.! don't know what to do, what to 
think, what | feel.lt's super fucking confusing when I've spent so many damn years avoiding feeling anything at 
all." 

Its not so bad feeling shit you know," Izzy shrugs. 

"It is to me Izz. It's foreign and uncomfortable. I've never been so fucking scared in my goddamn life. | don't 
understand any of this shit. And this fucking shit with Amy.l mean fuck why is Yakinamundo rushing me? l'm 


only 24" 


‘lm only 25 man, look at whats on my plate, marriage and babies right as this band if fucking finally taking 


off. Talk about timing to someone else," He frowns. 
"So you are going to ask her to marry you?" | ask him. 
"Well yeah, | just wasn't planning on it so soon you know." He says and offers me the bottle of whiskey. 


| stare at it. | don't even want it. "I'm good," | shake my head. Really?? "So you like grew up with Axl and Amy, 
right?" 


Izzy nods and lights a cigarette. 

"What's she like?" 

Izzy shakes his head with a smile, "Well she was raised in the same house with Axl, what do you think?" 
"So she's crazy too?" 


"Not like Axl," he sighs, "But she is a fiery red head. | can't tell you much really, | always tried to avoid her so 


Axl wouldn't think | wanted to fuck his sister or some shit. If you were wise you would do the same." 
"| wish | could man. But | just can't stop thinking about her. | keep almost kissing her and shit. | mean, what if 
she is the one l'm supposed to be with? | mean why else would | actually keep turning down pussy? The shit is 


thrown at me, and the chicks are fucking hot!" 


"Well if she is the one you better be ready for the gates of hell to release all of Axl's fucking rage." 


Brothers and Sisters 


Author's Notes: 
Rubi and | are about to be getting better Iv had side tracks but im back and rubu and | shall be in fine form 


on this one. Pese give us a shot 


Brothers and Sisters 
Tour bus 


A few hours before 


Amy's POV 


Avoidance is my friend. 

When Nikki had climbed back into the bus, he had been acting like nothing happened between us before. 

Of course, this was good. This was exactly what | wanted. 

But the sexual tension was there and it was actually driving me insane. 

| tried to act naturally but it was difficult because every time my eyes landed on Nikki, | would remember how 
his lips felt on mine. 


Bill knew something was off with me. 


It was hard to keep myself in check when he pulled me aside with a suspicious glare. 

Shit. He's noticed the way I've been drooling after Nikki. Great. You know there's a reason my brothers band 
mates always keep really important shit from him. It because he's obsessed with his career, the bands future. 
For Christ sake, his best friend can't even tell him he's gonna be a dad. Why? Because Axl fucking Rose would 
find a way to make it about the band. What do you think he would think about me crushing on his band 
manager? Yeah, that's right.not pretty. 

"What the fuck do you think you're doing?" He asks me hissing the words through his teeth. 

"|.nothing." 

"Save it," he says throwing his hand up, "try lying to someone who hasn't known you your whole life!" 


"What the he'll are you even talking about?" | huff, despite the fact that | know quite well. 


lm talking about him," he says trying his best to contain his voice. 


"Him? Him who?" | shrug. 

His eyes cut over at me. "Nikki, thats who. You look at him just the same way groupies do!" 

"No the hell | don't!" | snap. 

‘Oh spare me," he rolls his eyes. "Nikki fucking Sixx is not the kind of guy you want to be chasing after!" 
"lim not!" 


He grabs me by my wrists and glares into my wide eyes. "Stop lying to me. You are not going to come here 
and fuck rock stars! You got that? You want me so send you home to HIM? Because | fucking willl” 


"Don't you think you're going to threaten me with that shit!" | stab my finger into his shoulder. "I'm grown, | 


can fuck whoever the fuck | want!" 

Axl sighs, "Come on Aimes..not Nikki. Please, just anybody but that guy. You don't know him." 
"Fuck, you barely do!" 

"Look, | know him well enough to know | don't want my fucking sister around him." 

"You're making something out of nothing." 

"The Way he looks at you is not nothing!" He all but yells at my face. 

"You're delusional! Nikki can get any girl he wants! Why would he want some Indiana hick?" 

"For the same reason he would try to come between Izzy and MJ! Because he's fucking crazy!" 
"MJ said it wasn't like that," | shake my head. 


"Its MJ! She's a fucking Angell Like to a default! See if she was still so nice about him if he fucked her like he 
tried! If it wasn't for Izzy he fucking would have!" 


"Oh come on you don't really believe that." 
"The fuck | don't!" 
| growl and jerk away from Axl. "You don't get to tell me what to dol | will fuck whoever, whenever, however! 


And if | want to fuck Nikki then I'll fucking fuck him!" | storm out of the back lounge and am met by every 
single pair of eyes on the bus. Save one. Nikki sits there with a smirk playing his unplugged bass. Shit. Everyone 


heard that. 


Nikki's POV 
Axl in Amy's ear all the time is really starting to fucking piss me off. She's starting to sound like him. I'm 
starting to feel like she might be fucking insane. One minute she almost lets me fuck her upside a bus, and the 


next she's telling me | chew people up and spit them out. 


Granted six months ago she would be completely right. But I'm not the same me anymore. Shit has changed in 


my head. | would never hurt that girl. Really. | just want to make her mine. | want to try loving her. 

Who the fuck am | kidding? I've built a past | will never be able to escape. No chick could ever love me for me. 
I'm a jackass. I'm a rat. l'm a sleeve. I'm a rock and roll disease. Why the fuck would | think she could be 
interested in me? 

| sigh and reach out for the phone. | just need to hear a friendly voice. 


"So, who's the redhead | saw with you and the band on TV?" Tommy asks. "She was freaking hot." 


| roll my eyes. Of course he noticed her. Who the fuck wouldn't? 
"Axl's sister." | say plainly. 


"The crazy singer?" He laughs into my ear. "You got yourself into quite a freak show, man. She's crazy like 
him, man? | bet she is. Awww... | love them hot and insane." 


"Actually she's really nice." | can't stop myself from saying out loud. Shit. 
"You fucking her?" Tommy asks suspiciously. 
"No, I'm not fucking her." Sadly. 


There's silence. | guess | shocked him somehow. Yeah, | know the feeling. 


"We were interrupted" | add quickly, so | don't sound like a total loser. 
Tommy chuckles, "When did that ever stop you?" 
"You already said it, man: That crazy ass singer is her fucking brother." 


"You're afraid of him?" Tommy laughs again and | get the feeling I'm already the joke of the century. But fuck 
it. Its not like | chose to feel this shit. 


‘lm not afraid of that fucker. But Amy's just not the kind of girl you just fuck at the back of the tour bus, 


man. 

"Come on. | know how it is on the road." 

"Yeah, but things are different. I'm trying to be different." | admit. 

| think we're about to wrap up the conversation when he says, "You actually like her, man?" 

"Yeah, | mean.. She's cool.." | stutter like a damn loser. | don't really like where this is heading. 

Why the fuck would | like her? I'm a guy and guys don't care about shit like that. 

| just want to fuck her, multiple times. Because she's hot and has the best fucking pair of tits I've ever seen 
| let out a sigh. Who the fuck am | kidding here? | really like that chick! 


"Did you just admit you actually like a woman not just because you want to bang her?" Tommy teases me. 


Shit! 


"No" | roll my eyes. 
"Yeah, bro. You fucking did. And so you know, I'm recording this call. | have evidence now!" He laughs at me. 


"Fuck off. What are you? Twelve?" Still | can't help but smile. 


An Unbidden Guest 


Chelsea Hotel 
New York City 


4 May 1988 


Amy's POV 


| shouldn't have even been standing at his damn door! Fuck what am | doing? Nikki wants nothing to do with me. 
He's been avoiding me for days now and | have to admit: It pisses me off. 

But who can blame him? | keep pulling him close just to shove him away. They have a name for a girl like that. 
It's called prick tease. 


It's not that | want to be like that. | don't: 

Hell, | don't even like that guy! But out of some unexplainable reason | keep ending up wanting him. 

And it's driving me insane. 

| sigh and stare at the numbers on his door. | just want to see his amazing eyes up close again. | raise my fist 
and knock at the door. After a few moments the door is opening with a very shirtless Nikki standing there all 
hot and tattooed with a bottle of Jack dangling from his hand. His large body tenses as he watches me with 
those hypnotic eyes. 


He sighs and moves the hair back from his face. | wonder if he knows how good he looks when he does that. 
"There a problem?" he dryly asks. 


Is there a problem? Yes. | fucking want you to fuck me long and hard right here in the doorway. No mercy. 


"Uh..no," | shrug. God I'm so lame. 
"Well if no one is dying I'd like to be alone," he says softly as his eyes fall to the floor. 
"Why are you ignoring me?" | ask. 


"Oh now I'm ignoring you?" he huffs as he stares up at the ceiling and shakes his head. "Well isn't that what 
you want, what Axl wants? What everybody wants? What the fuck?" 


"You're drunk," | frown. 
lm very fucking drunk. What's your fucking point Amy? You just get off on driving me fucking batty?" 


| roll my eyes, "I'll come back when you've sobered up," | say as | turn to leave. 


| feel his iron like grip around my wrist. "Oh no the fuck you aren't. You're not running away from me tonight 
sweetheart." 


"Let go of me," | struggle but can't break free. Before | know what has happened Nikki has jerked me in his 
room and kicked the door shut. "Nikki fucking stop." 


He throws me down on the bed and before | can even sit up he is coming across me. "I'm sick of playing games 
with you," he says as his lips adhere to mine. His hands clasp my wrists and pin them above my head as | try 


to fight off his powerful kiss. 
His lips retract from mine and curl into a smirk. "Yeah, you like a guy in charge don't you baby?" 
"Get off mel" | yell, on the contrary. 


One of his ringed hands clasps across my mouth. "Stop pushing me away. You can't get rid of me that easily,” 
He whispers at my ear as his tongue shoots up my neck. His hands begin trying to undo my jeans as his other 
is still pinning me down by my mouth. 


Soon he has my pants down off my hips. His hand is still like iron across my mouth. He trails kisses down my 
stomach and swirls his tongue in my navel. | can't help but close my eyes as his tongue traces me even lower. 


And lower. 
"Oh wait," | hear him smirk, "You wanted me to stop right?" 


Holding my breath, | gasp when | find Nikki staring at me. 

My stomach tingles, my breasts ache and moisture is pooling between my legs. Nikki had switched on every 
part of my body as if its on fire. 

Edging closer, feeling the wave of heat from his body, his scent hits me and a whimper escapes my lips. A 
rumble sound in Nikki's chest. My need to touch him, to feel him, grows to an impossible high level. 


By the gritting of his teeth and these hungry eyes, | know he wants me too.. desperately. 


"Why are you here?" he asks and releases my hands. 


My fingers lift by themselves, touching the tips of his long black hair, tracing down over his tattooed chest. 
Still lying beneath him, | can feel him harden. My hand continuing to travel down, shivers wracking Nikki's skin 
at my touch. A hiss of breath slips from his mouth. 


At this moment | don't think about consequences. All | can think about is how beautiful Nikki is. How fearless 
and feral. He is untamed. 
As my palm lands on his hot stomach, he leans in, his nose tucking into the crook of my neck 


| moan as he inhales and growls "I want you." 


Three words. Three simple words become my undoing. Spoken roughly, dominantly and still they sound like 
poetry to me. 

Without giving me the time to think, Nikki presses his lips to mine. 

Releasing a hungry groan, my hands grasp his messy black hair and | give him more access. His thigh slips 
between my legs, his stiff cock brushing against my throbbing clit. 


Nikki's POV 


| don't want to waste any second and give her a chance to change her mind. Moving in quickly, | capture her 
lips with mine. | run my Tongue along her lower lip, and then seal her mouth with mine. | kiss her with force, 
but | try not to hurt her. She needs to know how much | want her. 

Her body relaxes in my hands and | wrap my arms around her. 

As | keep kissing her, she moans the sexiest fucking sound and swirls her tongue around mine. 

Her hands grab my hair, pulling me towards her. Fuck! 


This is so fucking hot. 


I'm hard as stone and my cock is pressed up against her stomach. 
That stomach | already licked down while unbuttoning her jeans. | can't wait to take her in my mouth and finally 
get to taste that sweet pussy. 


She opens her eyes and her gaze is hazy and lust-filled. In this moment | think | have her. I'm going to get 
what I've been desperate from the moment I've met her. 
I'm sliding my fingers down her side to her stomach, fumbling her panties, when a loud rumbling sound and 


voices in the hallway let her jerk away. Shit. 


Pushing me off her and jumping from the bed, she shakes her head. 
"I can't do this." She's breathing heavily. "Not with you." 


What the fuck? What does that even mean? Not with me? 
| grab her wrist and pull her back to me. 
"You want someone else to fuck you, but not me?" I'm getting a little furious here. How in hell can she just 


blow me off like that? "I'm Nikki fucking Sixx! You've got any idea what that means, girl?" 


She rolls her eyes at me. 
"Don't you ever stop?" She hisses at me. "You're so fucking full of yourself. It's disgusting." 


"No, | don't. Not when it comes to you." | lean down into her face. "You know what | think? | think you want me 


bad, Amy. And you're too fucking scared to admit it” 


She doesn't say anything. She just pulls her arm away from my hand and starts to walk away. 
Panic rushes over me. | don't know what to do with this because I've never felt it before. Not this way. Not 


over a woman. 
‘Great, Amy. Just run away. That's what you do best, right?" 

She stops and turns back again, her expression is blank. 

‘lm not running. l'm making the smart choice here: Getting as far away from you as possible. You're poison, 
Nikki. Everyone around you gets sucked into that big black hole of yours and their life turn to shit! | won't let 


you ruin me." 


Jesus, that fucking hurt. 


The Things We Do For Love 


The Things We Do For Love 


Quebec, Kanada 


Opening for Iron Maiden 


lb. May 1988 


Amy's POV 


Okay. So Nikki is not avoiding me. He's not ignoring me. 

He's actually really nice to me. 

Which is good, right? Its what | wanted, right? 

Well, it should be good. But it's not. 

Because he's way too nice. Too motherfucking rice. Well mannered. 


Basically, not the Nikki | know. 


There hasn't been any joking or flirting. No attempts at getting me alone. 

Nothing. 

For fucking five days! 

Nothing. 

And let me just say that this is driving me fucking nuts. He's driving me fucking nuts. Slowly. 


Every time | walk into a room and he's there, he gives me a polite smile. 


And if he's alone, he'd stand up and just walk out. | feel like I've some kind of contagious disease or something. 


At first | thought this was just some of his sick games, trying to wear me down until I'll finally give in to him. 
But after day three, | realized that he really might have given up on me. 
How? Because he slowly transformed back into that asshole rockstar I'd met first. 


But | told myself it was okay and | wanted to be left alone. He's doing exactly what | asked him for. 
So that's good, right? 

Only that it doesn’t feel good. | dont want this. 

| want Nikki Sixx back! 


I've been drunk quite a few times. But | never started drinking with the pure intention of getting drunk. To be 
exactly: to get so fucking drunk that | either pass out and feel nothing or maybe get perfectly sane again. But | 
still doubt that. But its worth trying, right? 


So, | walk up to the bar and slam a fifty down 

‘Jack! And keep them coming: | say to the bartender, a nice blonde surfer dude with a nice smile. 
This doesn't do anything to mel 

Would Nikki give me a smile like that, I'd be ready to jump him right here and then 


I'm so fucking screwed. 


l'm through almost half a bottle when a figure walks up and sits down beside me. 


Wait? Did | really drink that much? No way. This is total bullshit. This surfer dude is ripping me off for sure. 


‘Hey, sweetheart. What's your name? The guy next to me asks. 
He's looking good. Really. | guess. 
I'd see him better if he'd just stop being so blurry all the fucking time. 


‘Amyyyyyyy..’ | slur and can't help but giggle. 


| never thought it was possible to slur my name. 
‘Hey Amy.’ He says with a crooked smile. ‘Wanna have some fun? 


Whatever that cute guy has in mind, count me in. | really need some fun to erase that black haired rockstar 
from my fucking mind. It's not like there aren't other fish in the sea, right? 
| nod, ‘Hell, yeah.’ 


Nikki's POV 


Where the fuck did that son of a bitch take her? What the fuck was she thinking? She could get any fucking 
guy she wanted around here, why some fucking Roadie? Those guys are like fucking carnival workers. They live 
the rock star life with the dope and shit, they just have no fucking talent or fame. Goddamn her. | can't believe 
she left with that fucker. 


I'm frantically searching rooms, but | can't fucking find her. Its really quiet and | don't hear a fucking thing 
that sounds like her. Shit that bastard probably already has his dick in her. Fuck where the fuck is shell | keep 
searching in what seems like will be a futile effort. Fuck I've got to find her. I'm scared as shit. l'm like freaking 


out and worried she left the stadium. Maybe she's on the roadie bus. 


As I'm looking for the exit to the busses | come to a locker room | hadn't tried yet. | shove the door open and 
my heart hits the goddamn floor. Amy is laid out on a bench, shirtless, no bra, and that sick fuck is hovered 
over her fucking arm with a needle in it. | quickly rush in and grab him from behind. | hurl him into the wall 
and quickly assess the damage done to Amy. She's passed out. | place my hand on her chest to make sure she 


still had a fucking heartbeat. 


"Dude what the fuck?" | hear the roadie asking me from the other side of the room where | had thrown him. 


| grab the needle dangling in Amy's arm and turn with eyes that can only see red to this piece of shit. | storm 


over to him. "What the fuck did you give her?!" | yell at him. 
"What the fuck do you care dude?" He shrugs. 


| slam the damn needle down in his shoulder and punch the fucking shit out of him. He goes down like a ton of 
bricks. | quickly rush back to Amy and stare down at her. It had to be smack. If it was coke she would be 
awake. Fuck how much did he fucking give her? She was already fucking drunk | had probably overdosed the 


same exact way at least three fucking times. 


"Amy," | say her name as | shake her. Her fucking tits are right here for the enjoying and I'm not even 
enjoying it. The old me would take advantage of an opportunity like this. But this me doesn't care about this 
shit. | just care about her being ok. "Come on honey, wake up, please." | say raising her up by her shoulders. 
She's limp, but she moans a bit. "Come on, wake up," | say as | smack her cheek a little. | grab her shirt and 
put it over her head. | lean her into my chest and pull her arms through her shirt. 


| gotta get her out of here. Shit | should probably get her to a hospital. The old Six would say fuck no to that 
shit and stab her in the heart with a needle. But this pussy me can't even think about that shit. | scoop her 
up in my arms and rush down the hall with her. | round a corner and bump into Izzy and MJ. 

"Nikki, what the fuck are you doing?" Izzy questions me seeing me carry a comatose Amy. 

"Is she ok?" MJ asks. 

"No, some dick head roadie shot her up! She was fucking drunk already!" | say panicking. 

"She breathing ok?" Izzy asks as he leans his head closer to her. 


"|. don't know..What the fuck do | do?" | question with tears forming in my eyes. 


Izzy looks to MJ then back to me. "Get her to a fucking hospital. I'll keep Axl busy. Baby you go with Nikki," He 
tells MJ. 


So Izzy goes to do damage control and MJ and | get Amy into a limo without anyone noticing. I'm freaking out 


and crying and shit like this chick was my girl or something. 
"Ill be ok Nikki," MJ condoles me and rubs my back as | sob into my hands. 


"I should have stopped her from leaving with that asshole. Now..fuck. | don't know what to do. | could stab Izzy 
in the heart and fix him.but now.l'm fucking scared and | don't know what the fuck to do," | erratically try to 
explain to MJ as | cry. 


"Its different when you love someone Nikki. It's always harder. It'll be ok, she's breathing, she's not blue." 
"Fuck!" | yell and drive my fist into the window. It leaves a spidery crack across the glass. 

"Nikki," MJ says as she wraps her arms around me, "Stop." 

| wrap my arms around her and sob into her hair. Jesus Christ this shit sucks. | hate feeling so fucking 
helpless. l'm Nikki fucking Sixx, Im not helpless. But goddamn it this girl makes me feel helpless. Im distracted 


by a noise from Amy. | quickly look and see her turning her head. She starts to throw up. 


"Shit," | snap and jump away from MJ. | quickly roll Amy on her side so she doesn’t drown on her own vomit. 


"lm gonna kill that goddamn roadie piece of shit!" 

"You can't kill him Nikki," MJ tries to reason with me. 

"Why the fuck can't |?" | ask. 

"Karma, that's why," she answers. 

| say nothing as | move Amy's hair back. The limo arrives at a hospital and | quickly scoop her up again. MJ 
opens the door and | rush Amy into the ER. “Somebody shot her up," | say frantically. They wheel out a 
gurney and | lay her on it. They take her away and won't let me go with her. 


"Come on Nikki, just sit down, they're helping her now," MJ says trying to lead me to the waiting room. 


I'm a fucking wreck. | can't just sit still and wait. | soon look up to see Axl storming in pissed off like a mother 


fucker. Izzy is at his heels trying to calm him down. Fuck | thought Izzy was going to keep Axl entertained. 
"What the fuck did you do to my sister you fucking junkie?" He asks shoving me in the chest. 


"It wasn't me," | shake my head, "I found her with a roadie, he was fucking shooting her up! | knocked him out 
and | brought her here," | explain. 


Axl looks at me suspiciously. | know he doesn't really believe me. Fuck | probably wouldn't believe me either. 


"Are you fucking crying?" Axl asks surveying me even further. 
| just look down. 
"Axl, Nikki saved Amy," Md tells him. 


"Patron Saint of overdoses are you?" He smirks at me. "I don't fucking trust him. He's probably the son of a 


bitch who shot her up!" 


"| sware to fucking god | didn't man. | watched some roadie lead her out of the backstage area. She was fucking 
drunk and | thought he might try to take advantage of her. | found him shooting her up and she was already 
passed out. | fucking sware." 

"He'd never hurt Amy," MJ shakes her head. 

"Oh yeah right, just like he'd never practically rape you either huh?" Axl huffs at her. 

"Come on man," Izzy says putting a hand on Axl's shoulder, "You know if Nikki did this shit he wouldn't have 
brought her here. He's not the one you should be pissed at. You want to be mad at someone, go find the jack 
ass who really did this. We can go beat the shit out of him, you want to?" 

"No, | wanna know what the fuck is wrong with my damn sister," He snaps. 

"They have her now," MJ calmly says, "They won't let anyone back there." 


"If anything happens to her | sware to god." Axl stops talking and gets choked up. 


"Come on Izzy," | say in rage, "We have a roadie to fucking kill, | mean fire." 


Opportunities 
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Opportunities 


Quebec, Kanada 


Hospital 


I8. May 1988 


Nikki's POV 


| watch Amy sleeping peacefully. The doctors say she's just asleep not in a coma or anything. Still | won't stop 
worrying until she wakes up. She probably doesn't want my face to be the first one she sees, but its gonna 
be. I'm not going anywhere until | see with my own two fucking eyes that she's ok. | shake out my right hand. 
Feels like | fucking broke something punching that goddamn loser roadie over and over. | wanted to kill him. | 


probably would have if Izzy hadn't pulled me off him. 


| don't think I've ever been so pissed off in my fucking life as | was at that sorry fucker. | guess that's 
because of the mystery drink. | don't know what the fuck its doing to me. Its like it's seeping into my brain 
and re-hardwiring it. And so far | fucking hate every step of the process. How the fuck do people live with 
feeling all this fucking shit all the time? Now | know why | did so many drugs. 


| feel like I'm living in some bad dream. When am | going to wake up though? | just want to go back to the way 
| was. Screw happiness, screw Karma, and screw a soul mate. This chick fucking hates me, she can't be the one 
anyway. Oh sure she thinks I'm hot and shit, but she doesn't want me. Why am | even wasting the time on 
trying to change her mind? 


| look at her lying motionless in the bed. God she's so fucking beautiful with that milky skin and red long hair. 
Her face is so peaceful. She looks like a fucking angel. | sit in a chair next to the bed and run my fingertips 
down her arm. Her being asleep affords me the opportunity to touch her without her bitching or pulling away. 
Every time | touch her | feel this electrical current flow through me. Even now. It feels so strange, but for 


some reason l'm intrigued by it. 


| know I'm wasting my fucking time! She thinks I'm a junkie and a man whore. Granted | had been just that until 
that drink | wanted to beat the shit out of Yakinamundo. How could he do this to me? It was fucking cruel. I'm 
not built for this shit. And | don't want to be. It's too late for me. No one can love me, not ever. And why the 


fuck would anyone ever want to? And why was it so fucking important to Yakinamundo? 


Amy's POV 


My eyes slightly part as a low key beeping noise wakes me. | feel a faint stream of air blowing into my nose. | 
raise my hand to my face and feel something tugging at my arm. | try to focus my blurry eyes to see what 
it is. Hs an IV. Shit, am | in a fucking hospital? | pull the tube out of my nose and raise my head. | see 
someone resting their head on the side of my bed sleeping. | strain my eyes to make out who it is. Black spikes. 


Fuck it's Nikki. 


| touch his arm and his head shoots up. He looks like he hasn't slept in days. 
Damn, how long was | out? 


"Amy," He smiles and scoots closer to me, taking my hand and placing soft kisses onto my palm. 
"What are you doing here? Where's Axl?" My droggy voice asks. 


He gives a faint smirk, "The show must go on sweetheart." | can see worry in his eyes. 

| can't get a straight thought. They left me here? 

They fucking left me here and Nikki is the only one who made sure l'm okay? 

A flash of disappointment rushes through me but turns into gratitude that Nikki stayed by my side. He cares. 
Even after | acted like a fucking bitch. 


He must have seen something in my eyes because he frowns for a second and squeezes my hand. 
"Don't worry, honey. Your pain-in-the-ass-brother made it very clear that if | even fucking dare to touch 
you, he will show me a world of pain" He says with a smirk that tells me he's not afraid of Axl, 


| was so stupid Nikki," | say, trying to blink away the tears in my eyes. 


He moves closer, caressing my hair "Shhhh.. Don't! We all do stupid things sometimes." 
He gives me another smirk. "You know l'm the fucking king of stupid, right?" 


‘| only did it because | couldn't have you. And when he offered me the junk | accepted. | accepted to be closer 
to you. Nikki | want you so much. | do. But we could never pull it off. My brother...” 


His lips shut me off with a soft and innocent kiss. "I'm not fucking afraid of Axl Rose." He huffs. "Baby, l'm Nikki 
Sixx, | can pull anything off.especially tonight" 


"Tonight?" | ask with a raised brow. What the hell is he talking about? 


"Everyone is gone, completely different city, hundreds of miles away. Tonight it's just you and me. This is a 
rare moment of privacy being given to us," He keeps stroking my hair and my heart beats faster, "Be with me 


tonight. This night belongs to us. If you want 


If | want? 

To be honest, | never wanted anything more in my whole life. 

But things are never that easy and | learned very early in life that its not always about what | fucking want. 
Things aren't always black and white. 


When | check out of the hospital Nikki takes me to a beautiful hotel where he rented out the suite. 
Its huge and fancier than any hotel room | could dream of. Nikki walks about the room timidly checking the 


inventory in the room. | stand with my nerves on edge. 


Fuck Those Consequenses 


Fuck Those Consequences 


Quebec, Kanada 


A fancy Hotel suite 


8. May 1988 


Amy's POV 


Things had been too incredibly to close for call. If my brother finds out about this, he will ship me back to 
Indiana. 

There's no fucking way l'm going back there to play my father's repentant whore. No. | can't screw is up and 
let him send me away to that. | just have to ignore Nikki. Plain and simple. 

But fuck, he makes it hard to ignore him. 


Nikki has this devious half smirk that says he doesn't give a fuck what anyone thinks. And he doesn't. When 
Nikki sets his eyes on something, That's it. Nikki has no boundaries he wouldn't cross. Surrender just isn't an 
option for him. And | know that I'm his reason to never surrender or ever give up. | am what he had set his 


relentless sights on 


Good or bad. Nikki Sixx wants me. 


And he's changed. He doesn't stay loaded and fuck all the time. Nor does he take up on all the free sex thrown 
his way. Nikki is nothing like | remember. Surely it isn't me who has brought on this sudden change. l'm a 
nobody. Maybe he just enjoys a good challenge. And well fucking Axl Rose's sister probably qualifies. 


"How can you stay around in those clothes knowing it drives me fucking crazy?" He asks stepping far too close 


for comfort behind me, watching me in the mirror while | try to fix my hair. | feel his body pressed to mine. 
| can't help but allow his eyes from surveying me from behind. God that smirk on his face is so confident and 
entitled. | ‘m a prisoner of his charms. And when his hands rest at my hips, an electrical impulse tells me | 


want him. But then Nikki never knows when to stop. Soon his burning soft lips trail up my neck and to my ear. 


| never wanted anything as much as you, sweetheart" His voice is like velvet and silk with lacy frills. God | 


could die hearing that voice. 
"We're supposed to be avoiding one another, remember?" | ask applying on some hairspray. 


"Honey | can't avoid you. You're the only fucking thing | can give a whole thought to without interruption. I'm 


hooked on you, ginger.” He says giving a sincere yet sincere look. 


‘Sorry to hear that," | say putting my earrings in. My hands are shaking so bad | keep dropping them. 


"Here, let me," Nikki says taking them from me. He gently places them in as he keeps glancing at my reflection 
"You know," he begins, " We look good together." 


"Nikki just put my earrings in," | sigh not sure how much | can take in this close proximity. 


His hands trail back down my bare arms leaving me with a shiver of goosebumps. "I'd never kiss and tell," he 
says as his eyes follow his hands. "Tell me you don't really want me. | bet you touch yourself every night and 


think of me.l'm right here honey." 


| turn to face him and | never even will them to do so. Nikki's own magnetisms had done it. Our eyes lock as 


we long for one another's lips. 
"You have any clue how | want you right now?" He asks solemnly. 
"Yes," | faintly whisper. | wanted him just as much, perhaps more. 


His hand runs through my hair, "Then stop resisting. Fuck the consequences. | need you Amy." his lips are so 
close to mine | can feel the heat. | can almost taste the whiskey on his lips. And | want to taste it so fucking 


bad. 


God | want him. | want him to fuck the life out of me. | want him to devour me. But always in the back of my 
mind are two things. My brother killing me because | would be putting his band in jeopardy. And secondly, Nikki 
has never been serious about a thing in his life except Mötley Crue. | would have but a one night stand with 


Nikki. | don't wish to be turned into his groupie tonight. 


"You're not like the rest of those girls Amy. You're real. You have a brain. You're not afraid to stand toe to 
toe and call me on my bullshit. And me.|'m that bad boy you want who keeps you on your toes and drives you 
wild with passion," His words sound like a symphony to my ears. My eyes close in rapture as my hand glides 


down that chest of his. 
"He would find out," | utterly moan. 


He slightly gives a mixture of a groan if pain and a moan of need in the nape of my neck. "You've got more 
guts than that honey." His hands clench at my skin fearful to release me. He pulls back and stares deeply into 


my eyes. "I've never needed anything in life like | need you." 


Heat is licking up and down my body. And l'm so wet that it's embarrassing. 
| can't stop thinking about you and what it will feel like to be inside you. | just keep imagining how sweet your 
pussy will taste." He says, his voice hoarse. 


Holy shit. Nikki does take that dirty talk right to a new level. 


I'm melting into a puddle on the floor. 


His eyes burn into mine. 
My god, his eyes are on fire. My body starts to tremble from this intense moment. 
My body is hitting levels of desire | didn't even know existed. 


"You're mine.” He growls and all | can do is agreeing. 


Nikki's POV 


I'm nervous. Can you believe this shit? Nikki Six, rock star Casanova, is worried about his performance? | know 
| have no need to worry. I've got this shit. But with Amy | want to go that extra mile. Amy means more than 
just a quickie. She needs a man. A man | know I'm not, but a part of me wants to be. And Yakinamundo's drink 


was helping me strive to be better. Had Amy been his reason? 


| finally work up the nerve to cross the room to where she stands. Beautiful and curious. | can't believe she is 
really here. No defensive mode. She is here of her own free will and under no hidden pretenses. She came. She 


was here, and tonight she wanted me. No backing out, no pushing the brakes, not a hesitation. She came. 


| stand so close | feel her heat. The look on my face is giving her the opportunity to back out, but she's not. | 
run my tongue up her throat heading back to that sexy mouth of hers. My cock almost bursts out of my 
pants. Jesus Christ. | almost can't believe this is really happening. She's going to pull away and run out on me 
again, right? 


But then she isn't. She accepts my every advance. "Nikki? | need you to fuck me.. now!" She pleads in a soft 


yearning pant. 


She's asking me to fuck her? And god, | want to fuck her. More than I've ever wanted to fuck a chick before, 
but..that fucking drink.. 


"You're sure?" | hear myself ask. 
What the fuck? Okay, | sound like a pussy but no matter how much | want to bang her, | do actually care 
about her. | think she may be the sole reason in what Yakinamundo did to me. And | don't want her running out 


on me again. The last thing | want is for her to regret fucking me. 


Her eyes soften and she puts her hand on my chest. My heart is beating like a motherfucker. Beating for her. 


But | can't take any more games. 


| can't keep doing this push and pull bullshit, Amy. This is killing me. You don't understand what you mean to 
me." | sigh. 


‘I'm pushing and pulling?" She says with the sexiest smirk I've ever seen on a woman. 


| let out a short laugh, "You know you do. | don't want you to regret this, you know?" 
Why the hell am | still talking? I'm actually sound like I'm trying to talk her out of this. Just shut the fuck up 


Sixx! 


She reaches into my hair, pulling me down and hovering her mouth over mine. 
Her lips whisper, "I regret walking out of that hotel room in New York. | don't want any more regrets. Nikki, | 


know you want me. | can feel it. And | feel it too." 


Her hand travels down to my crotch. Sweet mother of god. My eyes roll back into my head when her fingers 
touch my denim-covered cock. | can't breathe for a second. Her scent is everywhere around me. I've never 


felt this way with a woman before. 


My control snaps and there's no restraint, no patience anymore. My tongue darts into her mouth, my fingers 
pulling on her dress. Weeks of frustration from wanting her, explodes out of me. | grab her ass and her legs 
circle my waist. Her hands pull at my hair as she moans in my mouth. | can't get enough. | can't get close 
enough to her. 

This is fucking insane. I've never felt like this about a chick. I'm always in control and take my time. Chicks beg 
me to give it to them. But this feels like I'm the one begging here. 


| start moving towards the bed, taking off my shoes as | go. Laying her down on the bed, | place myself 
between her legs. | hear a ripping sound as | pull down her dress. 


Shit. Did | just rip her dress? Amy giggles and | can't help but chuckle. She's so fucking adorable right now. 


| reach out and cup her tits in my hands. Damn, they feel exactly like they look. 
Soft and perfect. And so fucking real. After handling way too much of fake tits, which is typical LA, | can't wait 
to take those beauties into my mouth. | lift my eyes to find her looking all lusty and sexy as hell. She's 


perfection 


By the look in her eyes | get a feeling I've never had before. She's not looking at me the same way other 
chicks do when they know they're about to be fucked by me. 

When those groupies have sex with me, they've sex with my band, my name. They can say they've been 
fucked by Nikki Sixx from Mötley Crue. Yeah, granted. Its not like | wouldn't take it willingly. But Amy is not 
looking at me like that. She's looking at me like | matter to her. Like this is real. 


She smiles and her eyes move to my cock which is straining against my jeans. Her eyes widen | grin. 
"Naked" She breathes. 


That's all | need. Within a second, | jump up and rip off my shirt and pants. 


Seriously, I've never been so fucking impatient in my whole life. 


When my cock springs free, her jaw drops a bit. | think she's either shocked that l'm going commando or she's 
amazed by the actual size of my cock. | can't help but grin even wider. 


"Like what you see?" | smirk. 
Lifting her eyebrow, she bites on her lower lip. Shocked, impresed, curious. 
"Oh... yeah. | like it a lot. Now why don't you show me how well you can use it?" 


Jesus, that almost brings me down to my knees. 


One Night Stand? 


One Night Stand? 


Nikki's POV 
Shit. If | keep this up, itll be over before it even begins. 


So | try to move away a little. 
"Nikki, please." Amy moans into my mouth and grabs my hair like she wants to guide me. 
Oh god, | love how much she wants it. How much she wants me. 


| blow lightly over her nipple. She's grinding into me, her wet pussy rubbing against my thigh, reaching for 
what l'm planning on giving her at least three times before this night is over. 


| lift my body and slip my hand between her legs. She jerks at my touch. 


"Fuck" | hiss as | feel her pussy clamping down my finger. 
She hasn't been fucked in a while. I've been with enough women to know. No fucking wonder that chick is so 
cranky all the time. She must be a hot ball of frustration 


And I'm planning on relieving all that tension very soon 
"Jesus, woman. You should get laid once in a while." | breathe into her skin. "You are a fucking time bomb." 


Her hands pull at my hair again and | hear a chuckle escaping her throat. 


"You do realize that I've been coming all by myself during the last month, right?" 


| drop my head to her chest and groan. 
"I wish I'd been there to see that. Or at least helped." | raise my head and look at her. "Please tell me you 
thought of me when you were getting yourself off?" 


She lifts one eyebrow and sucks on her lower lip. 
Hell, this chick is driving me fucking nuts. 


"Maybe once or twice." 


| moan and drop my head back to her chest. The sound of her laughter brings a smile to my face. 

There's that moment between us. Something happens, something I've never felt before. lm not quite sure what 
it is. 

Is this how happiness feels like? Whatever that Asian dude put into that fucking drink, | think I'm beginning to 


appreciate it. 


"Now, we both know this is only going to happen once. We should make the best of it, huh?" 


Her words ring in my ears. 
Once. 
| can't just fuck her and walk away. This doesn't sound like nearly enough. 


| need to keep her.. for a while at least. 


Leaving all the thoughts behind | crawl my way down her body. Pushing her thighs apart, | settle between 
them and lower my mouth to her pussy. 
When my tongue reaches her clit, her hips jerk and she cries out my name. 


God, | love her reaction. 


| repeat this a few more times until she's pushing against my mouth, groaning and panting. 

Then, | just lose it. 

Licking and sucking hard, | plunge my tongue inside her pussy, getting off on the feel of her hands pulling my 
hair. 

She curses and cries out my name, exploding in my mouth. 

The satisfaction | feel at her reaction is fucking mind blowing. 


| feel like a fucking king. 


"| need you inside me.” She whispers, breathlessly. 


| take both of her hands and pin them down on the bed 


| lower my mouth down to hers. 


"Ask me to fuck you." 


Her eyes meet mine. 


"Fuck me, Nikki." 


| can't help but smirk. 
"Say please." 


"Please, Nikki. Just fuck me now." She cries out. 
In one move, | slam inside her. 


lm pretty sure lose consciousness for a second. Amy feels like nothing I've ever felt before. 
P y g 


Tight. So tight and hot and perfect. 


| love how fucking controllable she is in bed. Maybe I'll keep her locked up here all the time. 


My blood is pumping and my heart is pounding. I'm so fucking close to coming, it's not even funny. 


| move slowly, trying to focus. 
Just try to think of anything else, Sixx. 
"Oh God." She cries out, arching her back and shoving her perfect tits into my chest. 


l'm undone. 


| start fucking her like there's no tomorrow. Every thrust pushing me closer to the edge. 


Then she's ready to come which is a fucking relief because l'm not able to last any longer. 
| can feel her tightening around me, screaming my name and a bunch of curses. 
Not even two seconds after her, | come harder than I've ever come before. 


| fall on top of her, my body twitching with aftershocks. 


Still inside her, | rest on my elbows and look down on her. 
"That was amazing." She breathes. 


"Of course it was." | give her a cocky grin 


Then | see the shift in her expression 
"| should go." 


What the fuck? 


"Uhm. what?" | frown, my eyes wide. 

l'm still inside her and she's talking about leaving. 

Hell, that's usually my line. Have | missed something here? 

These are the words | always want to hear from a woman, but never do. Normally I'd be singing and dancing 
with joy here. 

Hearing Amy say those words: Yeah, not so great. 

| actually feel a little bit used. 

What the fuck? Why am | acting like a god damn pussy? 


| don't want her to leave. 
Well, because | haven't had enough of her yet. I'm not done fucking her. 
Yeah, that's why my chest is aching like a motherfucker. 


"Not happening." | say firmly. "| am not finished with you yet." 


Denial 


Denial 
Amy's POV 


Six orgasms later, I'm thanking every woman on the planet who had done her part to make Nikki Sixx the sex 
god he is. 
It doesn't matter how many women he had before, because now he has me and for now | have him. 


| need to live more in the moment. And this one is pure perfection 


A heavy arm is resting over my stomach and hairy long legs are tangled up in mine. 

Oh my God. | had sex with Nikki Sixx! 

Lots and lots of mind blowing hot sex and some seriously insane orgasms. 

Nikki is the kind of guy who believes in oral and more oral and sex and more sex, until | think | might die from 
orgasming too much. 

| wonder if you can die from too many orgasms? 


If you can, then.. wow.. what a way to go. l'd definitely want to die from a Nikki Sixx orgasm. 
| turn my head and watch him. His black wild hair falling across his face, lips slightly apart. He looks so much 
younger when he's relaxed like this. Not the badass | know he is. 


The man is a machine in bed. | didn't know a guy could go so much and so hard and come so many times in one 
night. 

Nikki Sixx proves that this is possible. 

The other guys I've slept with have been one-timers and then lights out. But not Nikki. 

He just goes on for hours. 

| wonder if it really might be true that he's clean at the moment. 

Because I'm sure he wouldn't be able pulling off something like this on smack 


| should feel totally exhausted, but | don't. My body feels worn out but in a good way. 
| feel very alive. | haven't felt alive in a really long time. 


And now | do. Because of him. 


Oh God! 


What the fuck am | thinking? 
Feeling alive because of Nikki is not good. It's doesn't just cross a line, it's heading for fucking insanity. 
Feeling anything for him, attaching emotions to the sex we just had, is a slippery path | don't want to end up 


on. 


This isn't going to work 
If | allow myself feeling anything for Nikki, he will crush me. He will break my heart and l'm not sure if I'm 


going to survive this. Not after what he did to my body a whole night long. 


Even if it would work for a while, that guy has a shitload of issues. 


| let out a small sigh. 

Like | said: this is never going to work 

And lm not even speaking about the Axl issue. 

My brother is never going to allow this. He fucking hates Nikki and he'll send me back to Indiana the minute he 
gets wind of this. 


Panic grips me. | feel suffocated. | can't breathe. 


Nikki's POV 


The first signs of the new dawn is where | find myself cloaked in a light solid sweat. Amy is lightly panting in 
my arms. | could fucking die right now. | can't honestly say that | have never fucked the same chick all night 
long. Shit normally | wouldn't even put this much effort into fucking. Period. 

Its just Amy. She's the only damn reason why. Maybe it was partly Yakinamundo's fault too, couldn't rule the 
old bastard out. 


My mind is riding some high it never has before and it's been many long hours since | had anything of any 
sort. And what was there, believe me, I've sweat it out by now. But for the first time, post sex, I'm not even 
craving a cigarette. Amy is the only fucking thing | need in this moment. Fucking amazing. Nothing has ever 


seemed more simple. 
"We have to go," Amy says from my arms just as her breath has settled. 


| sigh as reality slaps me in the fucking face. | can't stay here. Not like this, not with Amy. If only | were 
fucking poetic enough to describe to you the feeling | have inside. It's tearing, ripping to shreds, thrown to the 
winds and frozen into glass that shatters when they land on the ground. | wasn't ready for it to be over. | 
wasn't ready to pretend it never happens. And | sure as fuck wasn't looking forward to it not ever happening 
again. Fuck! 


"IFs just getting daylight. We still have some time. Catch a quick nap maybe." Fucking anything but this night 
ending. 


"And you think my brother is asleep? No. | promise you the phone in that hospital is ringing at 8 am. They will 
tell him | was released last night." Amy shakes her head. "He's going to know." 


| smirk, "Relax sweetheart, | gotcha covered. I'll tell him since you didn't have insurance they couldn't keep you. 
So they discharged you and | felt like you were still a bit out of it and not up to travel.so | put us up at a 
hotel for the night.” 


"He's not retarded Nikki. He knows you like me and | like you..He's going to take one look at us and know." 
| lightly trace her arm, "Why does that fact have to be the end of the world?" | say. 
"Because you and me just can't happen. It can't work" Amy sighs and sits up. 


| quickly grab her and pull her back down to me. "Axl Rose can't stand in my way. Not when I've made my mind 
up." | inhale in her sweet scent as my fingers grasp her out of sheer need. Out of my unwillingness to fucking 


let her go. 


Amy tries to wiggle herself out of my arms. 
"You don't seem to know my brother very well" She says with a forced laugh, jumping out of the bed before | 


can even stop her. 


Why in hell is dramatizing this shit? I'm not fucking afraid of Axl. 

He's not going to decide who | fuck. 

| pop my head up one arm and watcher her putting on some clothes. Its a shame because her beautiful body 
should be naked all the time. 

"Come on, Amy. You're an adult. What the hell is he going to do? Lock you up in a basement?" 

| say with a laugh. 


She freezes for a second and there's a look on her face that makes me shiver. What the hell is that? 
Is that fear in her eyes? 

"You have no idea who you're messing with, Nikki. He'll beat the fucking shit out of you." 

She whispers and zips up her pants. 


"I can handle you brother, darling. Just trust me.." | laugh again 
"No. Nikki!" She bursts out angry, putting a shirt over her head and turning back to me. "You don't understand. 
lf he ever finds out about it, he'll send me home." 


She seems hurt. "And | can't go back there Nikki... | just can't risk this chance." 


With a heartbreaking sob she turns away and storms out of the room. 


What the hell is it with this fucking chick? 


In Or Out? 


In Or Out 
Toronto, Kanada 
19. May 1988 
Amy's POV 


| sit in the limo beside Nikki and keep chewing my nails nervously. 

He's not looking at me but | know he's pissed. 

We haven't talked and he hasn't even looked at me once since we left the hotel to meet up with the others in 
Toronto. 

| don't get him. Shouldn't he be fucking relieved to have me off his back? Isn't that how guys like him work? 


Screw the girl and move on? 


That night had been a big fucking mistake. The best mistake | ever made in my whole life, but it was still 
wrong. This is going to end up in a disaster. | know it. 


As soon as my brother takes one look at me, he's going to know. 


"Nikki..." | try again to talk to him and this time he lets out a sigh and turns his head to look at me for a 
second. 

The look in his eyes nearly breaks my heart. Yeah, he's pissed but behind all the fucking hair, the ridiculous 
makeup and that evil glare, | can see he's hurt. 


Damn, who the fuck knew that Nikki Sixx could be hurt like that? 


Without a word he turns back, staring out of the window again, like he did for the last hour. 
"Come on Nikki. Just talk to me. | already explained.” 


"The fuck you did, Amy!" He explodes, cutting me off. "You didn't explain shit to me before you just bailed. But | 
get it, Amy. | really do." 

Wow. Shit. So he's even more pissed than | thought but at least he's talking to me again 

He sighs, "| thought there was something between us. Something | haven't felt in a really long time, Amy. Only 
to discover that you're just another groupie. Just fuck the rockstar and get on with your life. Thanks for 


making this clear." 


Geez, that hurt. 
And he's wrong. So fucking wrong about this. 
This wouldn't be so hard if | didn't care so much about him. 


But my brother is not going to allow this. If he's finding out, he's going to ship me off back to Indiana for sure. 


"Don't call me a groupie just because you're mad," | sigh. 


"Who's fucking mad?" He nonchalantly shrugs. "Things are more simple like this anyway. | came. | concord. | left. 


Story of my fucking life sweetheart." 

"Oh that's all it was huh? Some fucking conquest? Bullshit Nikki. What about everything you said?" 
He smirks and stares back out the window in silence. 

"This is how you want it to be?" | ask 


He glares at me, "Well how the fuck else are you going to let it be Amy? You are the one who insisted on this 
being a one-time fucking deal. Not me. Remember?" 


"We just can't risk it" 

"Fuck Axl!" He shouts. "I don't care about your fucking brother!" 
"Well | do ok! | can't go back to Indiana!" | shout back 

Nikki just shakes his head. "Back to square one, right?" 

"Nikki," | sigh, "what the fuck do you want from me?" 


"A fucking chance! Just to see if maybe something could work out between us. | thought we had some sort of 


a connection." 


| honestly couldn't say that there wasn't anything there. There was. | felt it too. "There's just no way..not with 


Axl around." 


Nikki snakes an arm around my waist, "Well what about when Axl's not around?" He purrs in my ear and kisses 


my shoulder. 
| can't help but smile. 


"What about times like this when | can manage to get you all to myself?" His voice laces around me as his 


fingers caress my skin 
"So now that you have me here all to yourself, what are you going to do?" | give him a cocky grin 


‘First you're gonna get down on your knees and suck my cock. Then, when I've had my fill I'm gonna fuck you .. 


hard!" 


What the fuck? Where the hell did that come from? 
| look at him with a frown, my arms crossing in front of my chest. 


"Are you fucking serious right now?" 


He stares me down. 


"Sugar, I'm always serious when it comes to blow jobs." 

| don't like the way he calls me sugar. It feels impersonal. 

Even though | don't like any pet names, | would still prefer ginger. 

"Don't fucking call me that! And really? You couldn't just ask me nicely to suck your cock?" 

He gives me a sleazy grin "I don't ask nicely because | don't need to. Most women are more than willing to get 
down on their knees and suck it without bitching around." 

Jesus, that stings. 


| knock down the hurt and bite out, "Yeah, but I'm not most women. So you learn to ask nicely.” 


"Well, you want me to talk nice to you, then don't run as soon as you got off" He says with a dangerous glare. 


There it is. The reason for him being a complete asshole. 

Meeting his hard stare, | think | see a flicker of hurt in his eyes. 
| honestly thought it wouldn't bother him but apparently it does. 
Its not that | can't find any other chicks to bang the hell out of" 


Tears hit the back of my eyes but | force them away. 


"If you want THIS woman to suck your cock, you'll have to say please." 


"You want me to beg you to suck my cock?" The distaste is clearly in his voice. "That isn't something | do, 


honey." 

Why is he being such a fucking asshole? "Nikki." 

"Sorry, | don't do boy toy," he says just before staring out the window again 
"Nikki." 

He throws a hand up, "Just save it Amy. I'm fucking tired” 

"Do you really want to leave this thing unresolved?" | questioned. 

"Why bother trying to resolve it when it obviously can't be," he sighs. 


"We can still be friends." 


"Friends?!" He quips, "| wasn't looking to be fucking friends. | fucking wanted you. | wanted to try to see if 


maybe the feelings we had meant something." 
"Nikki it does..but you just don't understand.| CAN'T go back to Indiana." 


He pushes his hair out of his face with one hand and sighs again. | know he's frustrated but | can't help 
thinking how good he looks when he does that. 
"What is it with that fucking family of yours that you're so fucking afraid of, Amy? | know your brother is 


bat shit crazy, but you seem to be normal most of the time. You're adopted or something?" 


He has no fucking clue. 
"Nikki..." | push out again. "You have no idea.. my father... its complicated” 
| have no idea what to tell him. No one ever believed us kids when we talked about what was going on in the 


Bailey's house. So we just shut up about it and dealt with it. 


"No, Amy" Nikki cuts me off. "It's not that complicated. You're either in or out" 
He does that thing with his hair again and | fight the urge to kiss him. 
"Maybe we should just leave it at that" He sighs. 


| nod, "Yeah, it's probably for the best." 


He stares at me for a second with a strange expression on his face. 


There's nothing more | could say to him. 


‘Okay. Just be professional here and act like nothing's happened" He nods and turns back to look out of the 


window again. 


That's what | wanted, right? 


So why does it feel like someone just cut my heart out of my chest? 


Resistance to Advice 


Resistance To Advice 


Toronto, Kanada 


Some fancy Hotel 
19. May 1988 
Amy's POV 


Freshly showered and dressed, I'm seated in the hotel restaurant with Izzy and Slash, having a cup of coffee. 
My brother comes wandering in just as the waitress has finished refilling my coffee. 
"Hey, gorgeous. " He says, hugging me tight and kissing my forehead. "God, I've been so fucking worried about 


you." 


| bury my face in his chest and immediately feel safe and loved. 
Did | mention how much | love my brother? He can be a fucking lunatic and a pain in the ass sometimes, but 


he's also my best friend. 


"l'm sorry for all this." | sob and mop at my face, stepping away from him a bit. People are already looking at 
us strangely. 


| sit down again and he takes a seat across from me. 


He watches me with that unreadable expression of his. 

But | know what this means. There's a lecture coming, but | guess | deserve that after ending up in hospital 
with an overdose. 

"Heroin, Aimes? Really?" he sighs and | can't help feeling offended. Why is he always treating me like a god 
damn child? 


Like you're the one to judge.’ | snort, my gaze wandering towards Izzy in hope for some back up. 

But his expression is blank. Yeah, thanks fucker. 

| can see a vein pulsing in Axl's neck. Shit. 

| mean.. come onl Izzy's using, Slash, Stevie.. you even tried this shit yourself. It's not like | planned on 


overdosing. lt was stupid and that guy was a jerk" | shrug. 


He sighs and runs a hand through his strawberry blonde hair. 
| should send you home. | shouldn't have let you come in the first place. Everyone around is so fucked up.." he 


says, giving Izzy and Slash a stare. 


| knew this was coming. But | still can't help the panic thats rising inside of me. 
"No! Please!" | cry out, reach over to grab his hands. "Please don't send me home to HIM! I'll be good. | 


promise!" 


Begging him like that is fucking embarrassing but | should at least try, right? 
"Aimes..." He sighs again. 


"No! I'm not going back there. No way." | try to make my point. | am strong. | can convince him! 
"Seriously, Billy! l'm gonna run away and end up as a stripper, | don't fucking care, but l'm not going back to 
that house. He's gonna kill me. You should know best how he is." 


| can see understanding in his green eyes. 
"Yeah, | know exactly how he is." He says. "It's not that I'd like sending you home, Amy. But I'll do, if you don't 


behave. | mean it!" 


Relief rushes through me and | give him a small smile. 
He squeezes my hand, "I just don't like seeing you hurt. If you're hurt, I'm hurt and that makes me want to 
hurt the motherfucker who did it" 


"Who hurt your sister, man?" 


My eyes flick up to find Nikki standing at our table. 
"I was talking in general” My brother says with a death stare. 


Nikki's face darkens for a second, then he takes the empty seat beside me. | keep sipping on my coffee. 
He drapes his arm over the back of my chair. 


Why the fuck is he doing this? He doesn't do that normally. 


"Thanks for bringing her back safely." Asl adds politely. 

My whole body tenses. 

He did more than just that. 

And | can practically feel the smirk on Nikki's face from beside me. 
Axl is watching me strangely. 


God, please don't let him figure out what happened between Nikki and |. 


It was my pleasure." Nikki says, his voice smooth. 
His fingers touch the back of my arm. His callous fingers gently tickle my smooth skin 
And just like that, my body is on fire. 


How is that even possible? 
Then he suddenly removes his hand and waves the waitress over. 
When she sees him, | see the way her eyes light up. 


| watch him closely for his reaction because she's exactly his type. 


"Coffee. Black." He says plainly and the waitress walks off, disappointed. 


Wow. He hasn't even looked at her. My heart skips a beat and | can't help smiling. 


Until | come eye to eye with my brother and that big frown on his face. 
"What are you so damn happy about all suddenly?" 


"Uh.how about happy to be alive,” | say. 

"You probably wouldn't be if it wasn't for Sixx," Izzy interjects. | can't help but notice the way he keeps looking 
from me to Nikki. He acts like he knows. Did he? | couldn't risk being that obvious. If Izzy could tell then Axl 
would soon discover it too. 

"Patron Saint of overdoses," He smirks at them. "So you guys ready to get to the stage?" 

"| have to go get in the zone," Axl stands up and leaves. 

"Thought he'd never leave,” Nikki mutters under his breath. 

Izzy just sits back and gives us a curious look 

"There some reason you're staring at us Izz?" Nikki asks lighting a cigarette. 


"This is a very bad idea, you know that right?" He questions. 


"Don't have a clue what you mean," Nikki shrugs with an exhale as he leans back in his chair resting his arm 


on the back of mine again 

"Sure you don't," Izzy rolls his eyes. "| mean you and Amy. You fucked her didn't you?" 

"You sound just like my brother," | frown 

"Well I'm not. | could care less who you lay down for. l'm just saying it's a bad fucking idea. Axl's going to put 
two and two together. And while | may be able to calm his raging ass down most of the time, something like 
this..Well | won't be able to help you with that one." 

"Like l'm afraid of that short red headed fuck," Nikki huffs. 

"Well you should be," | say, "Izzy knows how he is." 

"Yeah man," Izzy sighs, "he just blacks out and becomes like a fucking hurricane. And he has a gun" 


"Yeah, and | have nine lives," Nikki smirks and looks over to me with that cocky sarcastic smile of his. 


"Seriously Nikki, you can't pull shit like this with him around," Izzy warns him. 


"Fuck Axl. That short little shit can't stand in my way. | want what | want, and | always get exactly what | 


fucking want." He leans over to me and whispers in my ear, "You're mine." 


Izzy looks down shaking his head, "You're just asking for it bro. You can't fuck Axl's sister and expect him to 
be ok with that shit" 


"Like | said, fuck Axl," Nikki says again dragging from his cigarette. 
"Let's see if you say that when he beats the shit out of you," | sigh. 


A sarcastic smirk twists his lips, "He can try." 


Acting Out 


Acting Out 


Nikki's POV 

As soon as the band is onstage and the music had started | grab Amy's hand and jerk her to a dark corner. 
"No Nikki." 

But before she can protest further my hands are firmly grasping both of her wrists at her side. | lean down 
and give her a kiss. The kind of kiss you give a chick you care about and haven't seen in a month. My lips 
linger on hers so long we both forget that this is a mere fleeting stolen moment in time. 

‘It's too risky," She pants. 

"You're worth it," | growl and let my attention fall on the nape of her neck. 

"That's not fair," she whispers and draws in a breath in pleasure. 


"Yeah, well call me a cheat," | smirk and take her lips with mine again. 


| release her wrists knowing she has succumbed to my will. Her hands go into my hair and her kiss deepens. | 
wrap her legs around my lap and press her into the wall for support as my hands try to make their way 


under her shirt. 

"I want you right now..right fucking here," | groan as | grind my stiff dick against her. 
"We can't," She shakes her head and lowers her legs from around me. 

"Tonight?" | ask? 

"On the bus?" She asks in shock. 

| give her a half smile, "| can be quiet if you can" 

"It's too risky," she shakes her head. 

"Baby the only thing at risk here is my nuts exploding if | don't get to fuck you again 


"Is this what you're looking for, Nikki?" She asks and I'm not sure if she's challenging or offering. "A quick 


fuck?" 


My hand moves, inches its way between her legs and my finger finds her clit. 

When | touch her there, she moans. | fucking swear that is the sweetest sound | ever heard. 

My cock throbs painfully. | can't wait to finally fuck her again. 

| lean closer to her, my lips touching her ear, "l'm definitely going to fuck you, Amy." | whisper hoarsely. "But 
there's going to be nothing quick about it.” 


Heat rises over her face and | can see her cheeks flush. This is so fucking adorable, | can't help a growl 
escaping my throat when | lower my mouth back to hers, kissing her hungrily. 

"Nikki... you... should.. stop!" She pants, arching her back, grinding against my hard cock. | don't want to let go, 
and l'm positive she doesn't want me to stop either. 


"Say you'll fuck me tonight!" | push, my lips tracing down her neck. 
"Nikki." She sighs but | can feel her resistance crumbling. 


"Come on, Amy. | need you in my bed tonight" | say and | honestly have no fucking idea how | should survive a 
right without her. I've never slept so fucking good before. 


Amy's POV 


There is no fucking way l'm going to have sex with Nikki inside of this tour bus. 

l'm serious. l'm not gonna do this. 

It would be insane, taking a risk like that. Right? 

Besides, | said it was a one-time thing. And having sex with him again would put us in some kind of relationship 
that would need to be defined. Not a good thing to define anything that has to do with Nikki Sixx. Mister 
undefinable. 

No, I'm not going to do it. 


So why the hell can't | just stop thinking about having sex with him again? 
| sigh in frustration and roll to my back, crossing my arms behind my head, watching the ceiling of that small 
bedroom. 


This is how it's going on for hours already. | can't get any sleep. I'm just Tossing and turning. 


| glance at the clock beside the bed. It's way after 3 am. 

This is nuts. | need a fucking drink or something so that | can finally catch some sleep. 

With a final sigh, | slowly get out of bed. | open the door as quiet as possible and try to hear if someone's still 
awake, but the only thing | can hear is Slash snoring. 


| tiptoe past the guys bunks, ignoring the goose bumps on my skin when | come along Nikki's bunk 
The thought of him sleeping there sends arousal through my veins. 


Thank god, everyone is asleep. | bet | look so obviously underfucked, Axl would know in an instant what is going 
on with me. 


Swallowing that lump in my throat I'm moving silently as a hand shots out from beneath the curtain and grabs 
my wrist, pulling me in. 


"Damn, Nikki!" | complain in a whisper as he continues pulling me inside his bunk. 


In one move he positions himself on top of me, pushing me into the mattress. 


| almost thought you'd never come." Nikki whispers in my ear as he traces light kisses down my neck 
"Stop it!" | say, pushing at him. "This is crazy and I'm not doing this here.” 


He just ignores me, his hands moving beneath my shirt and caressing my breasts. 

| can't help moaning as a jolt of pleasure rushes through me. 

Nikki muffles the sound with a kiss. 

"Honey | have no problem with you making noise, but you said." His words trail off as his lips can't resist 


kissing at my collar bone. 


| feel like | just can't resist anymore. | soon find my fingers tracing his skin. When he removes my shirt and 
our flesh touches it feels like it's on fire. And in this moment there is nothing left but just the two of us. 
Nothing outside of that bunk held any meaning. There was simply nothing to matter except for Nikki and 
myself. 


| guess my plan of being quiet didn't work at all as planned. Somewhere in the throws of passion some moans 
or smacks must have seeped out. But before | can even remind Nikki to be quiet the curtain over his bunk 


rips open. 


| see Izzy standing there with furrowed brows just staring at us. | quickly cup my hands over my bare 
breasts. 


Nikki sighs, "Izzy..what the fuck man?" 
"Are you two fucking insane?" He sternly whispers as he keeps looking over his shoulder. "Axl is tossing and 


turning in his bunk! You're waking him up with all the fucking sex sounds! Fucking cool it! Fuck each other 


senseless when you aren't trapped on a fucking bus with him!" 
Nikki just smirks, "What is with this cock blocking shit lzz? | could give a fuck about Axl." 
"I do," | whisper and start to squirm from beneath Nikki. 


Nikki looks at me rather questioningly, "Seriously, you're just going to leave me with a fucking hard on?" 


Cock Blocker 


Nikki's POV 


| could seriously punch Yakinamundo in the fucking face right now. | don't care if he is like a hundred years old. 
The son of a bitch deserves it for this sick shit he's pulling with me. | don't think | would feel too bad about it 
considering that I'm lying here with a throbbing dick and staring up at the roof of my bunk. If it wasn't for 
that fucking drink | wouldn't be in agony right now. No, I'd be my fucking self. And myself would go rope and 
gag Axl and let him watch while | bent his sister over and fucked her right in front of him. Yeah, that's what | 
would most likely be inclined to do. But because of that goddamn drink | just fucking lie here and take this 
shit.just take it right in the fucking ass! Yeah, fucking fuck Yakinamundo. 


And fuck Izzy. That little fucker is the biggest fucking cock blocker! First MJ, now Amy. Fuck between him and 
Yakinamundo | was never going to get laid again. | know Izzy means well but | would seriously like to punch him 
in the fucking face too, even if it was only because | couldn't hit Yakinamundo. | know | really need to fucking 


hit someone. Something. | kick my legs in aggravation and ball my fist and punch the wall 


Axl's the main mother fucker | would like to hit right now. The guy didn't even know what kind of a control he 
apparently had on my sex life. Fuck me, why did | have to fucking fall in love with his sister? Why did | have to 
fall in love period? Love fucking sucks. It turns you into this fucking thing that isn't even you. You just start 
changing as an act to reel someone in. | fucking hate this shit! | HATE it! It makes me want to punch my own 
goddamn self in the fucking face! 


And Amy..fuck me she's amazing. Here | am in physical pain because she got me all hard and ran out on 
me..AGAIN..and | can't even be mad at her. Mad at my throbbing dick, yes, her..no. 
But | know that's that drink talking. Nikki would say fuck that crazy bitch and her brother, where's the nearest 


titty bar? But me after that drink.l've turned pussy. I'm like.fuck.nice and shit. | don't like being nice. It 
hurts.like literally. | really don't want to do this shit anymore. 


Soon my thoughts are interrupted by my curtain sliding open. It's Izzy again. He silently sits at the edge of my 
bunk and looks down at the floor. | can see something between his fingers that wasn't the normal cigarette. It's 
a syringe. He sighs as he looks at it. "Here," he softly says and extends it over to me. "That's the last of my 
shit. | promised MJ that when it ran out that was it. I've been winging myself off the shit for almost a 
year..hopefully drying out won't be so bad. Plus, I'm gonna be a fucking dad soon, | need this shit out of my life. 
| was going to give it to Slash but | thought you might need it more since..well you know," he smirks a bit and 


motions to my dick. 
I'm thinking what a beautiful gesture this was that Izzy was making. Fuck am | going to cry and get all 
sentimental and shit? | lean up on my elbows and look at the needle outstretched just inches in front of my 


face. "No thanks, l'm good." 


What in the name of holy fucking shit did | just say? Izzy looks at me like | am internally looking at myself. It's 


official, | have lost my fucking mind. 

“Seriously? You don't fucking want it?" He asks. 

"Yeah..no, lm good Izz, but thanks for offering." | watch as he starts to stare at the needle. | can see how bad 
he wants it. | quickly grab it from his hand. In almost one motion | slide open my window and drop it out onto 
the highway. | look to Izzy. For some strange reason he looks relieved to have it gone. "There, it's gone now," | 
nod. 


He just smiles and nods. "Thanks Nikki." 


Yeah, yeah, yeah.. just can't fucking help this being nice shit. UGHHHHH! Why me? Why did | ever have to 
stumble across that crazy ass old Asian? Life was so much more simple before him. Before his fucking words 
and potions that crawled inside of me and changed me. | just want to be my old self again. | miss not giving a 


shit about anyone or anything, Life is so much more simple when you simply don't give a flying fuck. 

"This new you is pretty cool," he smiles shyly. 

| roll my eyes. "A fucking pussy is what | am now." 

Izzy softly shakes his head, "Nah Nikki, you're just becoming more human. And it's nice." 

"Says you," | huff. 

"MJ says this is the real you, the you she saw in Vegas," he utters. 

| smile softly. Why was she the only one who could ever see any good in me before Yakinamundo's drink? l'm 
not going to lie, | had mad love for that girl. Not the same kind of love | had for Amy though. No, l'd never try 
to come between her and Izzy. They were the real deal. A real fucking family in the making. "She always has 
wanted to see me as a nice guy for some reason," | shrug. 

"Because under all the crass Nikki Sixx bullshit you are a nice guy. Just go with it bro. Hopefully this newly 


found nice streak of yours will even go over with Axl.then when he finds out you fucked his sister he won't 


kill you.maybe he'll just kick your ass," Izzy winks at me and stands up and walks off quietly. 


So Busted 


Author's Notes: 
its been a while on an update hope nobody's forgotten us. 


So Busted 
Amy's POV 


Nikki and | are full of sexual tension. | can't look at him without feeling it sizzling between us. l'm doing 
everything | can to avoid it, to stay away from him, but each day it gets harder and harder. And believe me 
Nikki doesn't make it easy. 


| don't want to involve myself with a man | know | could so easily fall in love with. 


If | do, I'm fucked. Because | know this is going to kill me. 
Even if there's the slightest chance that my brother wouldn't kill him first, if he found out about it -and 
believe me he will -, Nikki Sixx is not a man a girl should give her heart to. 


He'll fuck this up eventually and I'm gonna be the one getting hurt. 


| did tell you about my poor taste in men, right? 

Is not that | only met assholes in my life, but the men | usually meet are whores. 

Or abusive. Or fucked up junkies. 

So | decided a while ago that the only guy | can depend on is my brother. Who is a fucking man whore too, but 
| guess that comes with the territory of being the lead singer. 


Just let me put it down like this: there's no fucking way I'm gonna choose Nikki Sixx over him. 
Not even for that mind blowing sex. 
Damn, and how fucking mind blowing those orgasms were. 


This is so fucking unfair. Its almost killing me. | want to think it's killing Nikki too but it's hard to tell because 


he's so sarcastic. 


Out of so many reasons | try to stay away from Nikki. 


And out of many other reasons | fail miserably. 


A hand forcibly grabs my arm. "Don't you fucking dare run out on me again!" | hear Nikki slur right before he 
pulls me inside the bathroom, grabbing my hips and pushing me against the sink. "| swear Amy, my dick is 


going to fall off if I'm not inside you in a fucking second." his voice moans its way up my neck. 


Great, he's drunk. 
| roll my eyes, "Come on Nikki, you're drunk." | try pushing at him but he doesn't move. 


"Yeah.." he gives me a grin. "But just because | can't stop thinking about you. Please tell me you can't stop 
thinking about me either." His words flow out like a gently rhythm. 


| don't get the chance to answer because his mouth comes down over mine. He kisses me deep and powerful, 
taking all the doubts away. 

Nikki is my little heaven, the fantasy | can't have but want. He's like my own particular brand of heroin, When 
l'm with him, | forget that he can never be truly mine. 

His kisses fog my mind, his body floods my heart and his presence makes me forget to breathe. 

There's nothing left to say. 

The fact is | want Nikki as much as he wants me, wrong or right. And if being here with him is how this 


moment is going to go, then who am | to stop it? | haven't the will to resist him. 


"Nikki..." my conscience tries again for a second. But even before his name leaves my lips, I'm fully under his 


spell. 


His brows draw together. His eyes darken with anger. "Enough, Amy!" He firmly shakes me. 
Nikki's voice is so hard and the words are said with so much force that it brings my whole body to attention 


Just those two words and I'm done. | love the way his commanding voice makes me feel. 


Hot. Really fucking hot. 

Heat is licking up and down my body. And I'm so wet that it's embarrassing. 

"You're mine." He says low. "You belong to me." And his eyes carry the assurance of his words. 
"Yes." | whisper and bring my lips to his. 


Rough fingers climb my thigh, pushing down my pants. | lift my leg, hooking it around his hip, my heel digging 


into his ass. 
His fingers find me wet and waiting and he slants his mouth over mine at the exact moment that he pushes a 
finger inside me. 


My back arches up, pushing my breasts into his chest. 


His other hand rips at my shirt and when he finally releases my breasts, he lowers his head, taking my nipple 
into his mouth. 


"| need inside you so fucking bad" His deep voice rumbles through me. 
"Here?" | ask. 


"Yeah. Right here." He says with that sexy smirk on his face. "If | have to wait any longer I'm seriously gonna 


explode, Amy.’ 

All my senses tell me to stop, but | can't. 

His hands feel so right on my body that | just can't fight it anymore. 

Ignoring everything that's going on in my head, | grab his pants and push them down. 

That's when hell breaks loose. 

Within the second Nikki pushes into me, a moan escapes my throat and the bathroom door flies open. 


"Fuck off it's occupied," Nikki snaps without looking. 


But | look. What | see is my very angry brother standing right there. He's watching with hate and disgust as 
Nikki grinds into me. 


"WHAT THE FUCK?!" Axl screams. 
At that point Nikki turns around with a gaping jaw as Axl grabs him by his shirt and jerks him off me. | 
quickly cover myself, 


"AXL NOII" 


But it's too late Axl rears back and punches Nikki. It barely jars Nikki. He smirks and starts to stuff his dick in 
his pants, "I can take a stronger punch than that." 


Axl grabs him by the front and pulls him down to his eyelevel. "I should kill you, you junkie piece of fucking 
shit! Who the fuck do you think you are?!" 


Nikki breaks free with a shove and backs closer to me, "Somebody that's in love with your sister." 

"Nikki Sixx isn't capable of fucking loving anyone but himself!" Axl belts out. 

Nikki shakes his head, "Amy changed all that." 

Then | see Izzy and MJ in the doorway. There's no need for them to ask what's going on. "Axl man, back off," 
Izzy calmly says as he tries to move Axl away. He's telling you the truth. He's in love with her, and he's 
straight now. Neither one of us are on smack anymore." 


Axl glares at Izzy, "You fucking knew about this shit and didn't tell me?! Fuck you lzzl" 


"Look at how the fuck you act about shit man! Who the fuck can tell you anything anymorel? This is why | 
haven't even fucking told you I'm gonna be a fucking Dad!" Izzy shouts quite loudly for Izzy. 


Axls tirade stops abruptly and he does a double take at Izzy. | think he heard Izzy but who can really be sure 


with Axl? "What?" He eventually asks. 


Izzy just nods with a sigh, "Yeah. And you can't fucking fire Nikki because you didn't fucking hire him so don't 
waste your breath. MJ has a fucking headache and needs some fucking sleep! Can you postpone this fucking 

argument until morning?! Fuck man! Grow the fuck up! Cut the goddamn cord! Amy is fucking grown! She can 
protect herself just fucking fine now ok?! Just leave her the fuck alone! She doesn't need your fucking insane 


controlling and fucking smothering and paranoia and shit! And none of us wanna fucking hear that shit either!" 


Axl looks at Izzy and his whole face starts to practically melt into something profoundly unreadable. "You're 


right Iz, | can't fire Nikki. But | can fucking send Amy home to Indiana!" 
"No the fuck you can't!" | yell almost in a desperate plea. 


Axl takes a step closer to me and the look of rage in his eyes returns, "Bitch | did hire you," he growls lowly 
at me. l'm not even certain if anyone one else even heard. His eyes fall to Nikki's still half opened pants. "Hope 
you didn't catch something Ajax won't wash off. You have no fucking idea where that motherfucker has been? 
And you," he points a stern finger at Nikki, "You better goddamn pray in your sleep for me not to kill you 
before you wake." Then he takes a deep breath as his eyes fall on MJ's stomach. Maybe he's looking to see if 
he can tell she's showing now that he knows about the baby. "Congratulations |zz," he softly mumbles just 
before he walks away. Then we all take a deep fucking breath. 


"Thank you Izzy," | say with tears in my eyes. | knew he wasn't ready to tell Axl about the baby because it 
was going to create hassles. He had no choice but to distract Axl with that information to keep him from 
trying to kill Nikki. Izzy's head just drops. He already knows that by morning the shit storm will be blowing in 


his direction too. 


Some Doors Arent Meant To Be Opened 


Lafayette, Indiana 
Three weeks later 
Amy's POV 


"Come on sweetheart. It's time to go home." My mother's soft voice echoes through the church. 

| look up from the bible in my lap. 

That bible I've pretending reading in for hours now. 

There's nothing new in it anyway. I've read all of it a million times in the past. Over and over again. 


And still my father thinks that reading it AGAIN, would somehow save my soul. 


It's almost three weeks now. 
Three weeks of pretending. 
Doing almost everything to make them think I'm still their little puppet. 


Fake smiles, fake tears and fake remorse. 


| should've been used to be back by now but I'm not. | don't think | will ever be. 
Too much has changed. | have changed. 
And all attempts of the reverend beating the church girl back into me are a fucking waste of time. 


| will never be that girl again. 
“Amy! Come on now.." | hear my father's harsh order. 
"Coming..." | call and shut the bible before getting up. 


For a second the sun makes me blink when | exit the church and a light summer breeze moves the skirt of 
the yellow sundress I'm wearing. 

Fuck. | look ridiculous. 

Even my hair is tied up into a French braid. 

Everything just to pretend to be someone l'm not. 


| may look like that church girl but I'm not. Not anymore. 


I'm silent on our way back home. I'm mostly silent these days. There's just not much for me to say. Despite 


the fact that nobody will listen to what | have to say anyway. 
"Here we are: Home sweet home." Mom says cheerily as she pulls up the driveway. 


Home! 


| almost snort at the wrongness of that word. That house should've been my home for years but it just feels 


very wrong. 
They say ‘home is where the heart is’. 
| guess it's true because there is no fucking heart in this house. Not even mine, because l'm pretty sure | left 


it with Nikki. 


| swallow the lump in my throat and step out of the car. 
Every time | get near that house, it gives me the fucking chills. Nothing is right here and never has been How 
in hell did | manage to live here all those years? 


| can't believe my brother send me home to that hell. 

| can't believe he send me home to HIM. 

He knew what's going on in that house and still he send me back. And | had no other choice than crawling back 
and begging for forgiveness because I've nowhere else to go. 


| will never forgive him for that. 


Nikki's POV 


"Where is that motherfucker?" | hear Axl yell before he storms into the lounge of the bus, finding me lying on 


the couch. 
I've been avoiding him for a few days in order to cool things down a little, but I'm not really sure it really 
helped. 


He blinks confused before he puts up his usual mask of rejection 


Not that | fucking care. 


"These idiots scheduled us for seven" He yells angrily, waving his hands towards the door. All | can come up 


with is a crocked brow. "Do something, Sixx! You're the fucking tour manager for god's sake." 


| slowly pull the bottle of Jack towards my lips, taking a big swig. 
"Be happy you're even playing.” | shrug, raising the bottle towards him to say cheers. "Have a great show." 


| can't help but chuckle at the sight of Axl. He is so fucking angry, I'd bet that if | could wind him up a little 


more, he'll be blowing steam out of his ears at some point. I'd love to see that. 
"Cut the fucking act, Sixx. Just do your fucking job." He hisses at me. 


"Where is she?" | say, ignoring his attitude. 


"Who?" 
"You know exactly who l'm talking about, man!" | say with a snort, sipping on my bottle. 
"She's gone." Axl says plainly, turning to leave. 


I'm off the couch in a second, grabbing his arm. 
"What the fuck do you mean, GONE?" | ask him almost in a desperate plea 


He shrugs off my hand, looking at me with an unreadable expression | can't tell if its anger, guilt or something 


else. 


"You heard me. She's gone Sixx. For good | made sure you're not gonna get near her again. Just get over it and 


ruin someone else's life." 


He just leaves me standing there with a pain in my chest I've never felt before. 
| take a look at the bottle of Jack in my hand and wonder for a second how this is gonna fix that pain. But 


somehow it does. 


This bottle hasn't left my hand since Amy was sent away. | didn't really look for it to. Normally in my life 
smack had been my answer to everything. But that fucker Yakinamundo changed that somehow. Right now | 
wish he hadn't. One fix and none of this would fucking matter anymore. Guess that brown shit in that drink 
Yakinamundo forced on me didn't work with the Jack though. So | drank. | drank til shit blurred and the days 
melded together. | drank until it felt like the elephant on my chest downgraded to a hippo. | drank until the 
urges to beat Axl seemed like too much fucking effort. | drank until | passed out. | always though Amy would 


just be there when | came to again. 


| fucking missed her. For the first time that whole speech of two souls belonging together made sense to me. | 
felt like half of my soul, my heart, half of me had been ripped away. It was lost and | had a carnal need to find 
it again. No cost was too great. Amy was the one. My soul mate. | loved her and she was supposed to be here 


with me. | found her. | drank Yakinamundo's shitty drink so | would be with her. | changed for her. She had to 


come back to me. 


But Axl was going to make damn sure she didn't come back. And why was she so terrified in going? | 
remember mention of a father and shit being complicated. But there had to be so much more to it. She was 
terrified of going home and Axl controlled her with that shit. | asked Izzy about it and he turned white as a 
ghost and just told me..begged me, to just leave it alone. So | had to hire a private investigator to get my 


answers and find her since none of these fucks would tell me. 


But the days drug into weeks before | heard from that fucking PI. | was about to call and fire him and send 


some guys over to rough him up and get my cash back when a call came for me. 


The guy gave me a warning when he handed me a folder. "Not everybody always wants to know what | find 


out." 


| snatch the folder and open it as | politely tell him to fuck off. | don't need his presence any longer. | see a 
picture of Amy. It's a school picture. | can make out a faded bruise on her jaw line. | shrug it off and pull out 
a typed up report. It gives the basics of describing her as the middle child of so and so..younger brother, older 
half-brother. | read on. 


l'm a bit shocked when | read that she was a preacher's kid. | just did not take Axl Rose as a preacher's kid 
But then | remembered Izzy introducing MJ to him in Vegas. "Church freak, you two should get along great." 
Also it appears that Axl wasn't the only singer in the family. All three of the kids had sung in church and 


church events as the Bailey Trio. Wow.Amy never sang. 
Then | come across a page with a school letterhead. It was a counselor's note. 


‘Amy increases showing up at school with unexplained bruising. Upon meeting with the mother | was informed 
that Amy was a bit of a tomboy and had two brothers with whom she rough housed with. 

However Amy seems to be more and more withdrawn from teachers and students. A similar reaction is seen 
in the youngest of the three children, Stewart. The eldest child, William, is a troublesome boy who spends more 
time away from school than in it. 

| sat with each of the children and asked questions. Stewart just stared at me blankly and said nothing. William, 
once | actually got him in my office, told me it made no difference, no one would believe him anyway. When | 
spoke with Amy she broke down in tears. She said she couldn't tell. 

| sent child protective services to the home. They found it to be a perfect stable environment. A loving 
mother and a father who was a man of god. The matter was dropped but the children's bruises only increase. 
William is in more and more trouble while Amy and Stewart become further withdrawn. 

| focus my attention on Amy. | think with enough talking she might finally start to trust me and tell me what 
is happening. She seems to be more effected than her brothers. | hate to think it but | can't rule out 
molestation. 

My first thought was William. But when | asked Amy she went into a mad rage for even suggesting such. She 
paints William as more of a protector and hero than someone who might touch her the wrong way. 

Eventually Amy confesses to me that it was her father. He had been having sex with her for several years. 
He beat all three of them. William got it the worst because he would try to stop their father from sneaking 
into Amy's room at night. 

Again | sent child services to the home. But not one shred of proof could be found to back up her accusations. 
It was one child's word over a preachers. If only one of the brothers would come forth them maybe | could 


have them removed from the home. But for now, my hands are tied’ 


The folder tumbles from my hands and my knees go weak | land on the ground staring at the scattered pages 
before me. That's what she was so afraid of. That's why she minded Axl's every commana, because he 


threatened to send her back to that shit. 


| feel the rage start to boil in my stomach. It rises up into my chest and explodes out to my head and 
extremities. | start to get images of Amy in my head, scared in her bed, her father fucking her on a Saturday 
night and standing at the pulpit on Sunday morning. That motherfucker Axl knew this, and yet he sent here 


there?! 


I'm still crouched on my knees when someone stoops before me and picks up the pages | have dropped. | can't 


even will my eyes from my own thoughts long enough to see who it is. But then | hear the voice. 

"So now you know." It's Izzy. 

"You knew?" | say but | think it comes out as a growl. 

| heard it happening through the wall in Axl's room once," he softly replies. "I didn't want to believe it. | wanted 
to think she was just having a bad dream..but then | heard him telling her to be quiet. | could hear him quoting 
the bible and shit. | heard bed springs start to squeak in a specific rhythm so | knew he was..| never told Axl | 
knew. He was always so touchy any time you mentioned his sister.” 

"Why the fuck didn't you tell me?!" | ask as | leap to my feet and stand toe to toe with him. 

"Because it wasn't my fucking place!" Izzy shouts at me. "| figured if she wanted you to know she'd tell you." 
"But you fucking knew and you let him send her back there!" 

"Like | could stop Axl!" He shouts. 

"You could have told me and | would have stopped it!" 


"By beating the shit out of him?! Yeah, smooth tactic Nikki," he sighs. 


| cool myself down. "Im not going to beat the shit out of him," | shake my head, "I'm gonna fucking kill him." 


Rage 
Nikki's POV 


An impenetrable cloud of crimson was all the fuck | could see as my feet carried me off in search of that 
motherfucker, Axl. | can hear Izzy following me and trying to talk me down. But | can't see shit but red. In the 
back of my mind | see Axl's death at my hand playing out in my head, in at least a dozen different ways. 


"No, Nikki wait," Izzy calls out to me as he storms out the door on my heels. "Calm down Sixx. You can't kill 
him" 


But his words fall on completely deaf ears right now. 


When | finally find that motherfucker, he's leaning against the tour bus sweet-talking some groupies. 
He drops his cigarette, killing it with his heel before he looks at me with a frown. | guess | look like the damn 
raging devil. 


"You send her home to a fucking rapist?" | yell at him, still more than twenty feet away from him. 
"Calm the fuck down, man. Otherwise this will be all over the tabloids tomorrow." Izzy tries to hold me back. 


Axl turns white as a fucking ghost. Guess no one ever had the balls talking to him that way. 
He looks confused for a second before his gaze lands on Izzy with a mad expression. 


"What the fuck did you tell him, 122?" 


‘Leave me fucking out of this, Axl" Izzy calls out. "He found that out all by himself. No need for me to tell him 
all about your fucked up family. Not even about your Stepdad fucking your little sister." 


| can barely hold my shit together as Axl and Izzy get into each other's faces. 
"You fucking knew?" Axl asks Izzy, turning even whiter than before. 


"Yeah. | knew. This sick shit wasn't exactly easy to ignore, you know?" Izzy snaps at him and Axl actually looks 


fucking guilty for once. 


"I didn't know... l.. why didn't you say something, |zz?" he says with a painful expression. 


Yeah, good. This fucker needs to suffer for this. | can't wait to beat the shit out of him. 


"Why should I've told you, Axl? So that you could've gone all medieval on the reverend again and he might've 
killed you the next time he beat the shit out of you?" Izzy goes on, yelling at him in rage. 

Wow, | didn't know those fuckers had such intense history. 

| have to admit: Compared to Axl Rose, my fucking childhood seemes like a walk in the park 

No wonder that fucker was crazy as shit. 


Izzy sighs and runs a hand though his messy hair. 

"Look, Axl.. | don't like bringing this shit up again but you need to know that | tried to tell what | witnessed. But 
no one believed me of course. You know your fucking stepdad. You were so fucking touchy with your sister 
that | decided to just shut up about it. Not my finest moment, but there was nothing | could've done.." 


| can't believe the shit l'm hearing right here. 

Those fuckers knew what was going on in that house and not one of them did something. 

Didn't take Rose or Stradlin for pussies. | would've beat the shit out of that preacher. Or cut off his dick in his 
sleep. Sick piece of shit. 


'Izz.." Axl begins with a sigh but | cut him off. There's no way I'm gonna keep listening to that shit. 
l'm almost positive they will hug each other in the end. 
And I've got a singer to kill. So first things first. 


"So you had a crappy childhood, Rose. Boo-hoo. Get in line!" | push Izzy out of the way to grab Axl at the collar 
of his shirt, pulling him up to look him in the eye. "That doesn't fucking explain why you send her back to that 
place. What kind of brother are you?" 


| want to kill him where he stands. | want to strangle the life from him with my bare hands. How the fuck 
could he do that shit to Amy? Every time | think about it that elephant on my chest comes back. My rage 


becomes amplified and | know no limits to my actions. l'm fucking dangerous like this. 


Axl looks at me defiantly, "Oh sure, just let her stay here and get knocked up by you! Yeah, | think her 


chances with her 50 something year old father are better, even if he did sometimes use to.." 

| couldn't bare to hear the words coming from him. Especially not so smugly. | rare back my right fist. | hear 
people trying to stop me but fuck them. And fuck this motherfucker the most. My fist makes contact with his 
jaw. He would have fallen had | still not been holding on to him with my left hand. My fist cocks, ready for 


more. 


"Nikki no!" | hear a voice break through my rage. Two soft hands grip at my arm. | blink away the red and look 
over to see MJ looking at me. Her eyes beg me. Her very presence soothes me. 


| let go of Axl He starts to go down but Izzy catches him. 
"This isn't saving Amy," MJ's soft voice says to me as | back away. "Rescue her-.just like you rescued me." 


I'm so totally fucking calm now. | pull MJ into my arms and kiss her forehead. "Izz is one lucky motherfucker 


honey." | let her go and approach Axl again Izzy has gotten him seated on a chair. "Where is she?" 


Axl looks up at me for a brief second. He then spits a mouth full of blood on my shoes. The urge to back hand 
him comes to me for a brief second, but then MJ comes into my vision again. 


"Don't you fucking dare to judge me, Sixx." Axl hisses at me. "You know shit about me or my family. Amy's a 


big girl now and can take care of herself" 


I'm not sure if he's trying to convince himself or if he really believes what he's telling here. 


Izzy looks at me with confusion on his face before he shakes his head in disbelief at Axl. 


"You honestly think she's better off in Indiana? Fucking imagine if it was you going back to that hell? Fucking 
bibles and prayer and pennance. Sixx didn't fucking sneak in her room and rape her. He never hit her. All the 


fuck he did was fall in love with her," he shakes his head again. 


| can't believe you of all fucking people are taking his fucking side!" Axl yells at him. "I fucking liked you better 
when you were too smacked out to give a shit about anything! And that motherfucker too for that fact!" He 


motions at me. 


"Fuck you," Izzy says in that quiet growl that usually perceeds him losing his cool. MJ places her hands on his 
shoulders and it instantly goes away. 


"No fuck you Izzy! Its your fault we ever got involved with this guy! Its your fault the band is in jeopardy 


now because or your fucking baby on the way!" 


MJ starts to tug Izzy away, like me, she knows he's about to hurt Axl. | can see Izzy blink away tears in his 
eyes. "You break my heart Axe," he says softly. A long uncomfortable silence fills the room. Izzy sniffles. "Fuck 


him," he says and looks at me. "I know where she is." 


Biker Trash And Drug Dealers 


Nikki's POV 


This is like a fucking Deja Vu. 
| can't believe I'm sitting on a plane again, off to rescue a girl from the hands of some religious freaks. Only 


its my girl this time and it's her fucking father I'm gonna be rescuing her from. 
Izzy is sitting in front of me again, looking out of the window while I'm a nervous, chain-smoking wreck. 
| remember rescuing MJ was way more fun than this. Maybe it was because | was high like shit when we got 


there. Doing this sober is like fucking hell. | can't stop thinking about her and | can't stop worrying if she's okay. 


"This is fucking torture, huh?" Izzy asks, flashing me a humorless smile. 


Is this fucker psychic or what? 
"What?" | ask, playing dumb. 


"Not knowing if she's gonna be okay." He mumbles, lightning himself a smoke. "Not so fucking funny if it's your 


girl who needs the saving." 


| give him a snort in response. Things would be so much easier if that fucker wasn't so right about this. 


"You remember when you told me rock ‘n' roll was all the fuck you knew in this world?" Izzy goes on 
"| liked you better when you didn't talk so fucking much." | huff. 


"I get that, you know?" He says with a smirk | would gladly slap out of his face. "It's easier just not to give a 
fuck. But even you must admit it's way nicer to feel this way now." 


| crock a brow, "Feel how?" 

"Love" He says with a dumbass smile. "And it's even nicer if you get it in return” 

| try to hide a smile because he's right. What the fuck is going on? Is Stradlin the fucking Dalai Lama now or 
what? 

"You ever shut up?" | huff at him but l'm sure he saw me smiling. 

The rest of the flight mainly consists of clouding the plane cabin up with cigarette smoke. I'm so fucking 
scared of what kind of shape | may find Amy in. | choke back tears several times. Izzy knows how | feel. And 


he knows that talking isn't as helpful as sheer silence. 


We land in Indianapolis. | rent us a limo and we head north east to Lafayette. By this point my guts are trying 
to work their way up my throat. | may puke. Fuck you Yakinamundo. My fingernails are bloody nubs. | have 


never felt so nervous or scared in my whole life. 


"A fucking limousine, Sixx? Seriously?" Izzy leans back into his seat with a sigh as we drive through hick-town 
| sip my drink while | look out of the window, taking it all in. So that's where Axl Rose and Izzy Stradlin grew up, 
huh? 

Un-fucking-believable! | throw a quick side glance towards Izzy who's still babbling shit. 


It almost seems like he's fucking nervous or something. 
"Can you be more fucking obvious? A fucking limousine." Izzy mumbles with a smoke dangling from his lips. 
| give him a snort, "So what? I'm a fucking rockstar. Why the fuck shouldn't | drive a fucking limousine, man?" 


He looks at me like I'm fucking insane. What the hell is his problem? 
"Is this your master plan, Sixx? Driving up to her house in a fucking limousine and play the rockstar card?" 


Izzy shakes his head. "You've no idea how people in small towns work, do you?" 


| look at him confused. Why the fuck shouldn't | drive a fucking limo? | really don't get it. 


"You have a fucking plan to this, don't you?" Izzy goes on 


All he gets from me is a shrug. 

Sure | have a plan I'll knock on that fucking door, get my girl and get the fuck out of this shit hole. If her 
fucking father decides to intervene, | knock him out. 

That's it. My fucking plan. Sounds very simple to me. 


Before | can open my mouth to fill Stradlin in to my genius rescuing plan, | hear sirens from behind the limo 
and the driver is pulling over. 


"Great. Fucking Lafayette police." Izzy huffs. "This is like high school all over again" 


"This is just the fucking police, Stradlin. Chill man" | say and wonder why l'm so fucking calm. "We don't even 
have any junk on us. Why should they arrest us? For driving a fucking limo?" 


Izzy nervously drives his fingers through his hair. What the hell is he trying to do? 
"| grew up in this fucking town, Sixx. Axl has been in jail here more than a dozen times just because the police 


didn't like his looks." 


| just give him a snort because a knock on the window interrupts our little chat about the local police. 


Although | would've liked to hear more about Rose's criminal record. 


"Anything | can help you with, officer?" | say kindly and flash that cop one of my million dollar smiles. "I think 
you should talk to my driver about speeding.” 


The cop takes a long look at me and | get a hint of what Izzy meant. Those small town cops are judgmental 
jerks. 

ID please." The guy says. 

Wow, | suddenly feel very welcome in this fucking town. 

"Uh.I'm not driving.why do you need my ID?" | question. 

"Just give him your fucking ID Sixx," Izzy says passing his to the cop. | frown and pull it out to hand it over. 
"This a fake?" He questions looking mine over, "What kind of name is Nikki Sixx?" 

| bought it so that makes it my name," | smirk. 


"Are we going to have a problem boy?" He raises his tone at me. "What are you doing in this limo?" 


Its not a limo, it's a big white horse and I'm trying to be the Knight in armor and shit, but every minute you 


detain me is fucking with my mojo." 

"Nikki," Izzy hisses, "shut the fuck up please." 

"Jeff Isbell," The cop glances at Izzy's ID. “This is expired you know..like six years ago." 
"Uh..yeah..'ve been a bit busy | guess. I'll get a new one like as soon as possible." 
"This address says Lafayette," he goes on. "Hometown?" 

"Yes sir," Izzy replies. 


"Can you explain to me why the two of you, one in make up and dressed like biker trash, the other looking like 
a drug dealer, are in this limousine?" 


"We are rock stars sir," Izzy answers. 
"Rock stars?" He squints his eye and looks in more closely at Izzy. "What band?" 
"Guns N Roses for me, him, Motley Crue." 


Then | see the stars in the cops eyes and | know everything is going to be ok. | know that look of fandom. So 


we sign a couple autographs and he lets us go. Nosey cops in small towns..bastards. 
"| hated living in this fucking state too," | mumble staring out the window. 


"You've lived in Indiana before?" Izzy asks me in surprise. 


"Yeah, Jerome," | nod. "Lived in lots of places, Idaho, Texas, New Mexico, Washington, California.let's just say l'm 


used to touring." 
"Well Lafayette is about like Jerome," Izzy sighs. 


We are silent a while then | notice a sign on the side of the highway saying that we are only 4 miles from 
Lafayette. 


'Izzy..'m scared," | almost whisper. 
He looks at me sympathetically. "She's gonna be ok" 


"How could that son of a bitch send her back here?" | ask shaking my head and staring back out the window. 
"And what fucking kind of father can fuck his own daughter?" 


"Steven Bailey," Izzy sighs and looks out the window. "That's where | grew up," he points. You know this only 


makes the second time I've been back here in I0 years." 

"Not close to your family?" | ask completely getting that one. 

"Nah, its not that," he shakes his head, "I just hate seeing the disappointment in their eyes. My dad showed up 
to one of our shows to surprise me once. He walks into a room to me bent over a line of coke and some chick 


sucking me off. He just turned around and left.But that look in his eyes.” 


"You're not that same guy anymore Izzy. You should at least tell them they are about to become 


grandparents." 

He nods, "Yeah..! will." 

Soon the limo is rolling to a stop at a curb. | look out the window and see a quaint little church. Picturesque. 
"This it?" | shrug. 


Izzy nods with his head to a small house that sits right next to the church. This is it. I'm petrified. God | hope 


Yakinamundo stirred a little courage into that fucking drink. 


To The Rescue 


Nikki's POV 


| get my shit together and pull myself out of the limo. Wiping my sweaty hands on my shirt, | take a good look 
down at myself. 

| look okay, right? 

Of course | look okay. 

| always look pretty fucking fabulous. 

| arm Nikki fucking Sixx for fucks sake.. 


My gaze finds one of the darkened windows of the limo and | nearly panic. There's smeared make up all over 
my face, | look like | haven't slept in days - which | haven't - and I'm pretty sure | smell like a god damn 
whiskey truck. 

This is shit is like a suicide mission. This is never going to work People like them think I'm the fucking devil 

| can't bite back a grin. They have no fucking idea. 


| stick my head back inside the limo to see Stradlin cozily stretched out in his seat. Why isn't that fucker 
moving? 


"You coming or what?" 


He folds his arms in front of his chest, shaking his head furiously. | could tell he was terrified by the way he 
was paralyzed to the seat too adamant to move. | understood he knew this man, but fuck. | helped him out 
with his girl. He fucking owes my ass. 

"No way l'm gonna get in there, man. You think you're scary? You've never met that fucking preacher, dude." 


Is he fucking serious? 


"You're a pussy now?" | ask with a snarl. 


He glares at me. 
"Hell, Sixx. Even Axl is afraid of that fucker. You've no idea who you're messing with. Trust me. You need a 


fucking plan for this." 


| can't believe Stradlin is going to chicken out of this. It's a fucking preacher we're talking about. How fucking 
bad can it get? He's going to slap us with his fucking bible? 
| have a plan: get in and get my girl" | say and grab Izzy at his scarf, dragging him out of the limo. "You're 


gonna be back up. So get out now." 


| finally coax/drag him out of the limo. "This is aint gonna work, man.." Izzy mumbles as he follows me up to 
the house. We stand there an eternity staring at the house. We know there's no plan and we expect trouble. 

But then we had had no plan with MJ, but that worked out. | bang on the door with the side of my fist and 

Izzy drops his head with a sighs and runs his hand over his head. Sheer dread. 


| swallow the lump in my throat and clench my fists. | really need to chill out because otherwise | will knock 
that perv out as soon as he opens the fucking door. 

When | knock on the door, Izzy is still standing a few feet behind me. Damn, I've never seen him like that. Did 
this guy beat him too? 


I'm still looking at Izzy when | hear the door opening and turn around to see an old dude appearing. 
He's sizing me up with a displeased look on his face. 


Yeah, that's that fucking preacher. 
"Can | help you?" he says with a smooth smile. 


| can barely hold myself together. 
‘lm here to pick up Amy." | tell him directly. No need for small talk. 


The sooner | get her, the sooner we're out of this fucking town. 
A frown appears on that preacher's face, "Who are you?" 


| think you know who the fuck | am," | snarl. 

That's it. l'm gonna snap. All! can think of is this dude shoving his old dick inside my girl. Her crying and 
begging him to stop. She was his fucking daughter. Tears of rage sting my eyes and haze my vision. I'm exactly 
two seconds away from murdering that fucker. "Don't ask fucking questions you sick fucking old man. Go and 
get my girl. Otherwise I'm gonna beat the shit out of you.. even god can't fucking help you then.." | take a step 
forward because l'm about to strangle that son of a bitch. 


That's when two strong hands hold me back. "Nikki... leave it, man" | hear Izzy's voice. 
"Who the fuck are you?" The preacher growls in anger, his eyes not leaving Izzy. Izzy's jaw drops that he was 
recognized so easily. | swear to fucking god Stradlin looks like a little kid in deep shit. 


"You're that Isbell boy! Jeffrey. What in god's name are you doing here?" 


"llim paying back a good deed someone extended to me once," Izzy softly replies never making eye contact. 


"Mr. Bailey Sir, um.we are here for Amy." 

"You're here to help this.this sinner? Well, you always did have the devil inside of you too.” 

Fuck this getting to know you shit. | grab his collar and lift him to his tip toes. "Know what, | am the devil and 
your daughter ain't no angel. She belongs to me. She loves me and | will not stop until | have her back." | don't 
know what the fuck comes over me but | punch him in the gut with my knee. 


Shit Sixx," Izzy hissed being that voice of reason. 


| want you two off my property before | call the cops!" He yells pointing to the limo. As he does another long 


stretch limo appears. 


Nikki and | look to one another wondering who it is. The chauffer opens the door. Flaming copper and gold hair 


blew in the breeze. Holy shit. It's Axl. 


He looks like he would rather die than be there as he walks up the path to the house with his head hung low. 
"| need to see Amy," he says dryly to his old man without making eye contact. 


"Didn't | tell you, you were no longer welcome in this house boy?" Steven Bailey's voice says firmly. 


"Just cut the shit and get her out here. Nobody wants to come in your fucking house anyway!" Axl shouts at 
the ground. 


"And which of these two degenerates defiled my daughter? Was it you Jeffery?!" He cuts an evil glare to Izzy. 
Izzy's mouth gapes open, speechless, shaking his head no. 


| smirk evilly, "Defiled?!"! ask in at tone that combines surprise and sheer anger, "Yeah man, think you beat us 
to that on a long fucking time ago you sick FUCK!" I'm all in his face. | can see the change in his eyes. It was a 
busted look, yet it was something else too. | just want to punch him repeatedly. "And for your information,” | 


smirk, "it was me you fucker!" 


He grabs me by the shirt. And peers deeply into my eyes with a flaming rage. That's when Axl jumps in. "Get 
the fuck off him!" He says, grabbing pressure points on his wrist and the guy let go. 


But | can't drop the shit. All the anger in me, and believe me, there's a lot in there, all of it is directed at 
Amy's dad. I'm a fighter. | never surrender. Yakinamundo's drink seemed to have zero effect on me right now. 
Thank fucking god. 

"Yeah motherfucker, let me guess, you taught her everything she knows right? All those nights you went in 
her fucking room and just took her! You fucking bastard, how can a man fuck his own daughter?! That's 
fucking sick man!" 


About that time | see Amy and her mother in the doorway. | should just grab her and run but I'm not done 
with this motherfucker yet. "Then on Sunday you preach about all the laws of god. Pretty sure fucking your 
own daughter don't sit right in god's eyes you hypocrite fuck! But | guess you already know, being a fucking 

man of god and all, what a special place awaits you in hell! She's your daughter! Your fucking daughter!" God 
give me the strength not to fucking kill him. 


"William, get these people and don't you dare show your face here ever again!" Steven shouts. 


Axl gets that smile on his face that he gets just before going psycho. "I'm not a defenseless kid anymore old 


man. 


"You threatening me?" 


Axl pushes me aside and | focus on Amy. She's pale as fuck. 

Axl shoves Amy's dad in his chest. "Come on you old fuck, give me your best shot! | will fuck you up now! So 
you listen up. | made a mistake and sent Amy here to punish her. | was being an asshole and | was wrong. | 
should have taken Amy and Stu with me when | left. Amy's leaving and this is the last time you will ever see 
either of us. | hope you die very slowly you piece of shit!" 


"What is going on out here?" Their mom asks. | can tell she has probably been taught to turn the other cheek 
with a whack. To bite her tongue. Obey her husband. To show the world they were perfect and normal and 


godly. 


"Mrs. Bailey," Izzy looks down, "You know you knew about all that shit. Even | heard him fuck her through a 
wall. She cried for him to stop the whole fucking way through." 


| just can't help it now. | ball my fist and | swing at that motherfucker. | hit him and knock him out with a 
single punch. | told you | was a fucking fighter. The world was one big football field to me and | was a defensive 
end player ready to fucking tackle whatever was in front of me. 


‘Im calling the cops," Amy's mom rushes off for the phone. 


Amy is still standing in the door frame. Her hand covering her mouth while she's constantly sobbing. 


| grab Amy's hand and pull her into my arms and place a thousand kisses on her. 
"You came for me?" She smiles. 


"| came for you too Aimes," Axl says. "| can't tell you how sorry | am. | was a total dick. You're a grown 


woman. | may not approve of Sixx, but it's your life little sister." 

"I'm glad everyone worked shit out and all," Izzy says lighting a cigarette, "But the cops are coming. Maybe you 
should save your heart to heart for later. Might be a good idea to pack Amy's shut and get the fuck out of 
dodge. Need | remind you you do have warrants here." 


"No William Bailey has warrants, Axl Rose is clean" Axl says. 


Izzy drags from his cigarette, "Didn't know they gave you new fingerprints when you change your name. Did 
you get prints Nikki?" He looks to me. 


"Amy get shit that means something. Clothes can be bought," | tell her and give her one last kiss before 
letting her go. 


"Fuck!" Izzy hisses and throws his cigarette butt in the yard. "Here they come." 


That's when | hear the sirens too. 


Jailhouse Rock 


Nikki's POV 


Ok so being put in a jail cell is not quite how | pictured today working out. | just wanted to get my girl. Though | 
admit, | had every intention of fucking up her Dad. Yeah, that was the only calculated part of any plan | had 


had for any of this. | kept it to myself because Izzy would have never come along otherwise. 


So hello Lafayette jail. 

Fuck they even got Amy. She got into it with their mom when she started trying to call the cops. They 
arrested all fucking four of us. That motherfucker..strike that.that daughterfucker had the nerve to fucking 
press assault charges on me and Axl. Namely me. He got Izzy for trespassing because he had told him to get 
off his property when he was a kid. Gave Axl trespassing too. And | thought my fucking mom was a whack job 
party whore. At least she couldn't hit for shit and never fondled my fucking balls or anything. 


So they toss me and Stradlin in a cell together painted pussy pink. Odd choice of color, but whatever, | don't 
mind the pussy motif. I'm not going to be here that long. Maybe Tommy is sober enough to manage bailing us 
out. Highly unlikely, but just maybe. 


"I can't fucking believe I'm in here." Izzy mumbles as he walks back and forth through the jail cell 
| just shrug and flip a cigarette to my mouth, leaning back on the cot. This is bullshit and the cops know it. 
They have nothing on us besides disturbance of peace, assault, trespassing or some other shit. They're just 


gonna let us fry here as long as possible. 


"Eighteen years, Sixx." Izzy goes on shaking his head. "I've lived in this fucking town for eighteen years and I've 


never been arrested once." He looks at me like I'm the one to blame here. 


Yeah, | kinda am but that's not the fucking point. | see this as more of an adventure. The bondings of 
brotherhood. And hey, | got my girl out of that house, right? All in all, | say this was a successful endeavor. 


| smirk at him, "Come on Stradlin Me. You. A jail cell. Sounds like we're finally bonding, bro." 

He glares at me. "Save it Sixx. You don't have family living here. This is fucking embarrassing.’ 

| give him a snort. Since when is that fucker acting like he never got arrested? He used to be a fucking dealer, 
for fucks sake. And since when does he give a flying fuck how this reflects on his family? He'd never 
mentioned his family. 

"Man.. MJ is gonna kill me." Izzy goes on mumbling. | guess he's more talking to himself than he is talking to 


me. "I promised her to cut the shit and grow up. Stay out of trouble.. and here | go again" He throws his 


hands in the air as he paces. 


| sit up and can't help rolling my eyes at so much drama. 
"Calm the fuck down, Stradlin. We'll just call somebody to come down and bail us out. We didn't do anything 
major, we'll pay some cash and be out in no time." | say and walk toward the bars, trying to get a look what is 


going on outside. 

| hear Izzy huff, "Yeah when they decide to let us make that fucking call.You think they're going to let us do 
that any time soon thanks to how you acted when they arrested you. They'll probably slap you with resisting 
arrest." He drags from his cigarette. "And just who the fuck do we call when we get to make one huh? We're 
in fucking Lafayette and we're all in jaill" 

"Well you have family here, right?" | shrug. 

Izzy glares at me through a plume of smoke. "I so fucking don't think so Sixx. | can't call my fucking mom 
after. don't even know how long it's been, and be like ‘Hey mom, how's it going..no no..'m doing really good, got 
a baby on the way..making lots of cash..oh by the way can you come down to the station and bail me and 
three friends out?!" 


Izzy is still walking and chain smoking, behaving like a total nutcase and l'm not paying him much attention. l'm 


Nikki Sixx. At the very least Electra would get wind of this and do something eventually. 
"Where the fuck did they take, Axl? | guess this is not good, huh?" | mumble. 


"I told you he has warrants here. They're probably finding out W. Axl Rose's prints are the same as William 
Bailey's."Izzy smirks. 


| stroll back over to the cot and lay down with my hands behind my head. Izzy looks at me strangely. "What?" | 


ask. 


"Jail cells make you that comfortable? Really? Is it like being back home or some shit? How are you so fucking 


calm?" 
| smirk, "Hell | don't know, blame Yakinamundo." 
I'm gonna have to try that fucking drink," he drags from his cigarette. 


“Apparently Yakinamundo didn't feel you needed to be brought down off your pedistool like me. | was apparently 
living above the world and not in it." 


"And what do you think of it? Like mingling with the other half in fucking jail?" He sarcastically snaps. 


| ignore his sarcasm. "I'm scared as hell," | say softly. 


He stops his pacing and gives me a curious look "You?" 


'Izzy.l learned early on that | was on a solo mission in life. | knew I'd never be able to depend on anyone but 
myself. | guess it just made me hate people in general. | got so arrogant. And when | got fame..people were 


nothing but rocks in my shoes man The first shred of any human feelings | had in years came from MJ." 
"Come again?" Izzy cocks his eyebrow at me. 


| roll my eyes, "Nothing like that.It's just.those couple of days | holed up with her in my room.Come on | could 
have tried to fuck her at any given moment.She just made me feel bad for even thinking it. When she looks at 
me she's looking at someone besides Nikki Sixx, rock star asshole. No one's done that before, you know. And she 


always makes me sound like a decent guy and not the monster | know I've been" 
Izzy's starting to look a little pissed. "Sixx, you in love with m y girl?" 


"No dumbass," | frown, "But | do have love for her. MJ showed me that somewhere in me there's a decent 
person. I'd forgotten that before she came along. She scared me with that shit actually. | kinda liked being the 
bad guy. | liked everyone being afraid of me and hating me because | hated all of them too. But she got me 
questioning shit and doubting everything..So | do what we junkies do, | numbed the shit. One night it was maybe 
a bit too much. After the overdose | went to Yakinamundo because of his whole die before lm 30 thing..drank 
that fucking drink." | sigh deeply. "The moment | touched Amy | knew Izz. | knew | had to have her. She doesn't 
exactly look at me through angelic eyes like MJ..but there's this fire in them when she does. | can see how 
much she wants me too. I've never been in love before Izzy and it scares the shit out of me. | mean.what the 


fuck do | do with her now that | have her?" 


Izzy faintly smiles, "You take care of her. Make her dreams come true. Show her how much she means to you. 


Be her Knight in Shining Armor." 
| smirk, "I don't do shining, think she'll accept flat black cast iron?" 
We both chuckle a moment. 


"Sixx," Izzy finally says in a somber tone, "Getting her to fall in love with you was the hardest part I'm 


sure..everything else will just fall into place on its own" 


| just smile, lay my head back and close my eyes. 


Black Jack 


Axl's POV 


| fucking knew this would happen. 

| knew as soon as | set a foot into this fucking town again, shit would go down like this. 

My fucking past was going to bite me in the ass. 

And all because of Nikki fucking Sixx. Well, mostly because of Stephen, that son of a bitch, but who's gonna pick 
sides here? If Nikki hadn't been banging my sister, | wouldn't have come back here in the first place. 


"Well, well.. Look what the cat dragged in" The cop says dramatically as he enters the room. 


l'm sitting here, handcuffed to a table and wonder why in hell they are treating me like I've killed someone. 
"Bill Bailey. Never thought I'd see you again. Town was peaceful, without you around." The fat jerk says and for 
a second he seems to be pretty familiar. 


Probably one of the fucking cops that used to harass me all the time. 


| give him a snort and look him straight in the eye. "I don't know what the fuck you're talking about. My name 
is Axl Rose." 


“Sure it is," he smirks and throws a folder down on the table in front of me. "20 arrests, all right here. Did 
you just feel the need to go all blackjack and make it 21?" 


| just look away shaking my head. | am going to punch Nikki in his junk when | fucking see him again None of 
this fucking shit would be happening if it wasn't for him. 


"Look, I'm a singer in a rock band. Just passing through and | was trying to get my band mates out of trouble. 
Can't you just call my management or something? They will help you with everything that concerns me." | say 
with an arrogant smirk. I'm not giving those fuckers anything. 


He crocks an eyebrow. "So we're playing the rock star card now, huh?" 


| just shrug. There's nothing to say anyway. These fuckers won't let me go anywhere. Unfortunately l'm fully 


aware of this. 

The cop turns away just to turn back to me within a second, pressing his hands on the table. 

"Just cut the bullshit, boy." He glares at me. "You know damn well how things work here. We'll let you fry in 
that jail cell for a while until you're allowed to make a call. Your father pressed charges..." 


"He is not my fucking father!" | cut him off loudly. 


He slams his hand on the table with a loud bang, right in front of me. Guess he just wants my full attention. 


"You're damn lucky he is. | would've sent you directly to county jail if you weren't the preacher's son. You still 


have an open warrant for assault and resisting arrest." 


| roll my eyes. 
"That was fucking years ago and | didn't do anything. The bitch was lying and your friends were harassing me. 
Got what they deserved, those fuckers." 


"You kicked them in the balls!" He yells at me and | can't help a chuckle. 
Yeah, | had a fucking temper back then 


"Those fuckers fondled me, thinking | was a girl. When they noticed | wasn't, they started pissing me off” | 
shrug. 


"This is going nowhere.." The cop sighs. 


l'm starting to get really pissed. All this shit happened a lifetime ago. That fucking Indiana boy doesn't exist 
anymore. 
| have no fucking clue what you want from me. Just get me a lawyer and throw me in front of a judge. 


Otherwise let me fucking call my management" 


"Your ‘management can't save you now now Bailey," he yells and jerks me to my feet. He un-handcuffs me 
from the table and leads me down a hallway to a set of cells. | can see Izzy pacing and Nikki apparently fucking 
sleeping. The jackass opens the cell and shoves me in. "You know the drill Bailey, turn around, hands through the 
bar." | frown in disgust and turn around so he can remove my handcuffs. | rub my freed wrists and scowl at 


him over my shoulder as he lurches off. 
"Well. what did they fucking say?" Izzy shrugs at me. 


| roll my eyes, "That'll teach you to get arrested with me, won't it 122?" | ask in a monotone. | glance over at 


Nikki, "Is that son of a bitch really sleeping?" 


"Not enough to be butt fucked," Nikki cracks an eye open at me, "So don't fucking think about it. This shit 
belongs to your sister," he grabs at his dick over the top of his leather pants. 


"Nikki," Izzy sighs, "Now is not the best fucking time to push Axl's buttons." 

"Why not?" Nikki asks, "Not like either of us are going anywhere any time soon Actually this is fucking perfect. 
| owe him an ass beating anyway. In here it's just us and no distractions, like a boxing ring really. Can't exactly 
arrest me twice can they?" 


"You already hit him, get over it," Izzy rubs his face. 


Nikki sits up glaring at me with one of those fucking smart ass smirks of his. He strolls over to me menacingly 


and looks down at me as he rests his weight on the bars. "That was nothing lzz. No | want him to bleed" 


"Back the fuck off Sixx," | growl. "You fucking win ok? | can't keep you and Amy apart apparently..but | swear to 
god Sixx if you hurt my fucking sister." 


"I swear," Nikki says softly with a sigh. He rests his back on the bars and glances over at me. "I really do love 
her you know?" 


| just shake my head, "I don't know in what alternate realm that's even possible.but..you had better." 
He nods looking down. "I've been trying to figure that one out myself. Blame Yakinamundo." 


"Who?" | ask. 


"Nobody," Izzy sighs and rests his forehead on the bars. | look at him for a moment. "I hate to break this to 


you lzz, but you're gonna have to call your mom to come get us man" 


Izzy adamantly shakes his head, "No fucking way man. You know | can't ask her to come down here for this 


shit" 

"You're gonna have to," | snap at him. 

"What is the big deal?" Nikki shrugs at him. 

'lzzy's parents have sort of written him off," | say. 


"Axe shut up," Izzy retorts looking at me. "They didn't fucking write me off ok! They just didn't want a fucking 


junkie as a son!" 

| sigh. 

"Well you're clean now Iz," Nikki says to him, "She'll see that." 

‘Izzy is too ashamed to face them," | say. Surprisingly Izzy is painfully quiet. 

"Tell her about the baby and she'll forget all about shit," Nikki huffs. 

Izzy runs his hand over his face again, "Not like the're going to let me call her anyway thanks to you two." 
"Us?" | ask him in shock. 


"Well | didn't fucking touch your stepdad! | didn't resist arrest like Nikki and | don't have a record here like 
you!" 


| glare at him, "As many times as you've called my ass to come bail you out you're gonna throw that shit at 


me now?" 

"Twice!" Izzy snaps, "And | didn't even call you the second fucking time!" 

Nikki chuckles and looks at us shaking his head, "You two sound like bitter ex's." 

"Fuck off Nikkil" Izzy snaps at him. 

"What's wrong zz?" | smile, "We've done everything else together in this shitty life, why not going to jail, huh?" 
"The press is gonna twist this shit up so bad Axl," Izzy shakes his head in disbelief. 


"Fuck the press," Nikki laughs, "Bad press just sells more records dumb ass. Haven't you learned shit from 
being around me yet?" 


Our conversation is interrupted by the jackass cop opening up the cell and motioning to Izzy, "Come on Isbell. 


Your turn for questioning.” 


Izzy rolls his eyes at us and crosses to the guard and gets handcuffs placed back on him. Then he gets led off 
down the hallway. 


A Win Win Situation 


This is the biggest shit | got myself into lately. 

Cut that, it's the biggest shit Nikki and Axl got me in. 

| can't believe l'm in jail again. 

MJ is gonna kick my ass. And then she's gonna cry and ask me if | doesn't love her or the baby enough to 
stop this shit and just grow up. 

And I'll do anything just to make her smile again. 


Yeah, l'm pussywhipped. So what? 
| fucking love that woman 


"Jeffrey Dean Isbell" A fat cops says, walking in and placing a folder in front of me. 
He watches me for a second. 

"Anything to say about that incident at the preacher's house?" 

"| didn't do shit" | just hiss at him. 

"What were you doing there boy?" He asks. 


| shrug, "Just visiting a friend" 


| have no fucking idea why they are questioning me now. First of all: | didn't do anything. Second: Why in hell are 
they treating us like we fucking killed someone? 


The cop taps on the folder in front of me. | have a really bad feeling about this. 

"Interesting record from LA here, boy. Drug possession and distribution? Illegal possession of firearms?" He 
whistles. "ls there something you'd like to tell me?" 

‘lm clean" | say, rolling my eyes. "And you guys searched very thoroughly and didn't find anything, did you?" 
"Yeah, but maybe you're selling your junk in my town, boy. Do you?" He looks at me firmly. 

Oh, Jesus fucking Christ. ls this fucker serious? 

"Come on, why in hell would | come to Lafayette to sell drugs? | can get rid of them on dozens of corners in 


LA, man." 


"Just maybe you're ambitious son Maybe you're expanding. I'm sure there would be no better spot to expand 


to than your home town. Right?" 


| lightly snort. "I'm not a fucking dealer alright?" 
"Then why are you here? Why were you at the Reverend's house? Who hit him? Which hit him first?" 


Jesus fucking Christ at the questions being thrown on me all at once. My head feels like it's going to fucking 
explode. | need a fucking cigarette. Fuck that, | need a drink A lot of fucking drinks. | sigh, "Look it's nothing but 
family drama, right?" 


"Well they may call it family drama in Los Angeles, Mr. drug dealing rock star, but here in Lafayette we call it 


crime." HI believe you know quite well what crime is boy" 


"Look man," | take a breath trying to keep it together and not blow up, "Our bosses are like these rich assholes 
that could come in with a whole team of lawyers. They'd sue the city of Lafayette, and they would win. The 
always win. With enough money things like this.go away. Well we all have it like that.lots of money to make shit 
disappear." 


"Well then boy, if you have so much money, then why the hell haven't you bought some decent clothes or got 


a haircut?" 
| want my phone call," | say flatly. 
"Well tough titty," he smirks at me. 


"You've had us here for fucking hours man. We get a phone call. Nobody got a call. | want my fucking call. You 
wanna be a dick and make me wait just because you fucking can.fine. | can sit my ass right here and wait. 
Know why? Because my lawyers will take all that time | was denied my phone call, add it up, multiply it by X 
and divide it into three..so whatever." | just look at him and shrug. | do probably sound a bit arrogant. But fuck 
this bastard. 


| want to know what happened tonight boy!" He shouts in my face. 


| just smirk up at him. "Well if your dumb ass thought about it for a second you'd see my point about giving 
me that phone call. | by law don't have to say one fucking word to you. Not until my attorney is present..That 
is the way it works here in Lafayette, right? So logically it would make more sense to get my lawyer here. 
Then | could gladly answer any questions you have," | again shrug at him. | can see his expression changing. | 
wonder if he was mad | was keeping it together when he was hoping to catch a rise out of me? Or was he 
mad because | was right? | crack a smile at him, "How! bout that phone call man? Win win situation for 


everybody. 


This guy looked like he was ready to explode. He grabs me by my arm and lifts me from the chair, drags me 
down the hall, and into a room with a phone in it. He shoves me down in another chair. "There you go sir," he 


says in a condescending tone and walks out of the room shutting the door. 


| stare down at the phone before me. My chest feels heavy. | do not want to make this fucking call. | reach up 
with my hands cuffed together and lift the receiver. | lay hold it with one hand and start pushing touch tone 
buttons. | lift the receiver to my ear and hear it ringing. My heart starts racing. 

"Hello?" 

It's been so long since I've heard my mother's voice. l'm a bit taken back by just the sound of it. 

"Hello?" She asks again. 

| know | better say something before she hangs up. "Mom." 


"Jeff? Jeff is that you?" She asks. 


"Yeah mom..it's me," | sigh. 


Family Reunion 
Nikki's POV 


| guess Stradlin gave in and ended up calling his mom to bail us out, because suddenly everything goes really 
fast. 
Locks are opened, handcuffs are clicking and there are papers to sign. 


Before | even get what the fuck is happening, we are standing in front of the police station. 
"What the hell happened, 122?" Axl speaks up first. 
Izzy sighs and drags on his cigarette, "I called my mom." 


"| can't believe she even got Axl out" | snicker and earn a glare from Axl. Izzy just looks like someone pissed in 


his shoes or something. 


"She talked to reverent Bailey and promised him none of us would ever be back here. | have no idea how in hell 
she did it, but he even dropped the charges." His tone is so soft and defeated for a guy who just got out of 
trouble, He seems more troubled. 


It's not like | wanted to come here in the first place." Axl huffs. "This shit is all Sixx's fault. If he just kept it 


in his pants..." 


"Just shut the fuck up, Rose. | thought we've been through this already." | cut him off. "Where the hell is 
Amy?" 


As soon as the words leave my mouth, the door opens and Amy comes out of the police station. 


"Nikkil" she calls out, running right into my arms. She feels so fucking good next to me. God, | didn't notice how 


fucking much I've missed her. 


| kiss her like a starving man. 
Really. I'm literally devouring her. 
| just can't help it. She tastes so fucking sweet, I'd like to.. 


"God, get a fucking room." Axl interrupts us, rolling his eyes dramatically. "I'm close to barfing all over Izzy 


here." 


Amy stops within a second, wiggling herself out of my arms and strolling over to Axl. 
She stops in front of him, watching him for a moment. 


Then she boxes him into the stomach. 


"Ouch." Axl flinches, glaring at Amy. "What the hell was that for? God dammit..." 


Amy pokes her index finger into his chest. 
| can barely hold a chuckle. She's so hot when she's mad like that. 


"This is for sending me back home, you fucking moron. | should kick you in the balls for going all berserker on 
Nikki.." She yells at Axl and | decide to hold her back before does something stupid, right in front of a police 
station 

"Come on babe, leave it." | try to calm her down. 


Axl snickers, looking at me. "And you really thought she'd need YOU to rescue her?" 


He may have been right. She might not have needed me to rescue her, but she needed me to show her how 


far | was willing to go to be with her. 
| hear Izzy sigh next to me and toss his cigarette on the ground. His eyes are focused on a man crossing the 
street and coming in our direction. | look at the guy as he gets closer. His face is shaped like Izzy's. He is about 


Izzy's height. 


The guy looks at us standing there. "What? Mr. Rock Star needs to actually call his mom to get him out of 


trouble? It's been how many years since you called Jeff? Remind me again?" 


"Look Joe, its been a long fucking day, we're good from here. We can catch a cab to the airport," Izzy rolls his 


eyes. 


"Like hell, mom wants to see you. It's the least you can do, drop in and say hi to the woman who gave you life. 


Or does the rock star have some orgie to get to? Or maybe you need dope?" 
‘Izzy's clean now Joe," Axl says. 
Joe's eyes scan Axl, "Let me guess, this is all your fault.” 


"No," | cut in, "Mine actually. I'm Nikki by the way. How are you doing man? You have got to be Izzy's brother." 
| extend my hand out to him. 


"| thought you overdosed and died," he just looks at my hand. 
| smirk not knowing what his problem is, "Yeah well some things you just can't kill." 


"I really don't want to get into some family shit with Axl, Amy, and Nikki around," Izzy shrugs looking at the 


ground. 


Fine, we can drop them at a hotel," Joe shrugs just the same as Izzy. 

| pipe up again, "No fucking way am | missing this shit. I'm going.” 

Izzy shakes his lowered head with a sigh. "Fuck it, like this day could get any worse. | need to call MJ anyway." 
"MJ?" Joe asks. 

"ll tell you later," Izzy sighs as he runs his hand through his hair. "Let's just get this over with." 

So we end up at Izzy's mom's, the place he grew up. Everything is so normal. | had forgotten how normal 
people lived. She opens the front door and cordially invites us all in. Izzy brought up the rear as Joe led 
everyone into the living room. | turn back to see Izzy's mom taking him by the hands and looking him over. 
"Are you alright?" | hear her asking him. 


He looks down and nods. She raises his chin and forces him to look at her. "I'm sober mom, | promise." 


She nods and allows him to come in We all sit down and there is some weird staring contest going on. | run my 
fingertip in circles over Amy's thigh as | wait for the show to begin 


"So Jeff" his mom says, "Care to explain why | had to bail four people out of jail today?" 
"Um," | raise my hand, "Totally my bad Mrs. Izzy." 

She chuckles, "Mrs. Izzy?" 

"Sorry, | forgot what Izzy's real last name is" | shrug, 

"Isbell, idiot" Axl huffs. 

"Mrs. Isbell, Il explain." Axl begins but Izzy's mom holds her hand up. 

"ld like to hear it from Jeff" 

All eyes are on Izzy and | know he hates that shit. 


"Well. Amy and Nikki fell in love. Axl didn’t like it and sent Amy home. Nikki and | came to get her. Axl showed 


up..shit happened. was just in the wrong place at the wrong time." 
His mom waited to see if that was it and nodded. "So how long have you been sober, if you really are?" 


"Almost six months," he answers nervously chewing on his nails. 


"Why is that Jeff?" His brother Joe snaps, "Were you facing jail time or something?” 

"No," Izzy softly says, "Actually I've got a kid on the way." 

"Knocked up one of your groupies?" Joe snarls. 

"Joseph!" their mom snaps. "You're having a baby Jeff? When? Who's the mom? Are you married?" 


Izzy smiles shyly, "I'm gonna marry her as soon as | work up the nerve to ask her. Her name is Mary 


Josephine, but we all call her MJ. She's from New Mexico." 


"Well, can | at least meet her and maybe my grandchild when it's born? Or is this the last visit for another 


five years?" His mom asks. 


"I'd love for you to meet her mom," Izzy nods. 


Something blue 


Izzy's POV 


So my guilt made me agree to spend a couple of days in Lafayette at my mom's. And she insisted everyone 
else stay too. MJ is flying in today. My mom is really looking forward to meeting her. | just knew she was going 
to greet her by grabbing a hold of her pregnant stomach. 


So far Nikki was behaving, which surprised the shit out of me. He was even keeping it down when he and Amy 
went at it. | swear to god that's at least three times a day. Nikki is so fucking in love. 

l'm happy for him. He is a totally different guy than he was a year ago. | think even Axl sees how much he 
loves his sister. Maybe one day he would warm up to the idea of them being together. 


Nikki managed to save our asses with management and Electra. He came up with some sort of stage problem 
with support beams. He told them it would be fixed in three days. He ordered the road crew to install new 


beams just to make shit official. Have to give it to Sixx, he knows how to cover bases. 


So | managed to sneak out a bit early today on my way to pick up MJ at the airport. | had one other errand 
to run. When | saw MJ she was glowing. My baby sits beautifully in her stomach. My heart skipped several 
beats as | took her in my arms and pressed my lips to hers. God | had missed her and it had barely been 24 


hours. 


We got to my moms and as predicted her hands went straight to MJ's stomach. My mom went on and on at 
how beautiful MJ is. She made us lunch and we all ate outside in the backyard. | sat there and watched as 
everyone ate and laughed. Nikki candidly re-tells everyone the story of how MJ and | met and fell in love. 
Somehow he manages to tell it in an acceptable PGI3 kind of way. 

And of course he doesn't miss the chance to make it very clear that he's the fucking hero in this story. 

| don't care. | everything that matters to me is that | got my girl in the end. 


At some point | find myself standing up. Everyone turns and looks at me. | cough and clear my throat. 


"I just want to thank you mom for being so cool about all this. I'm really sorry for the past years. | screwed 
up things so bad. I'm sorry it took me so long to get my shit together. | wish | could take it all back but | 
can't. All| can do is try to make it up to you." | shove my right hand in my pocket and play with the object 
inside of it. 

"I have a really crazy life mom. | have hardly any privacy. Press follows me everywhere. But here, where they 
don't even know | am, it's quiet. It's peaceful." | smile down at MJ. | pull my hand out of my pocket with the 
object in my fingers. 

"| don't want to have to subject you to that crazy shit mom. But | want you to be able to see your son get 
married” | drop to my knee next to MJ. | raise my hand to reveal a diamond ring. "Mv..baby..will you marry 
me? Today? Here in Lafayette at the court house?" 


| hear breaths being drawn in. MJ's jaw drops. "Oh my god Izzy," she says as tears form in her eyes, "What 
took you so long you jerk?" 


"| love you so fucking much." | smile and kiss her and slide the ring onto her finger. That's it. I'm getting 
married today. At least she would have my last name when the baby came. The baby is due in about a month. 


So that afternoon just before five we all went to the courthouse and MJ and | got married. It's 100% official. 
She's my wife. | almost can't believe its real. MJ is my wife. 


Nikki's POV 


| can't explain what it is about weddings. They just make you want to get married. | must say | didn't start this 
day thinking it would end in a wedding. Izzy's mom seems so thrilled Her oldest son came home and got married 
and in a month would make her a grandma Izzy's mom is the shit. It kind of makes me sad that me and Amy 


don't have moms that would be that happy if we got married. 

| will admit, a tiny part of me almost asked Amy to marry me today. But | know that would be taking Izzy's 
day away from him. I'll wait a while, but not too long. I'm ready to start a life with Amy. | want kids. Lots of 
kids. | couldn't wait to get started either. 


As we stand on the steps of the courthouse pelting Izzy and MJ with bird seed | lean over to Amy. "Ill marry 
you if you'd say yes." 


She turns and looks at me. "I'm not the girly type who attends a wedding with her boyfriend and wants him to 
purpose at it. You're off the hook" 


| look at her seriously. "| dont want to be off the hook Amy. I'm serious. | want to marry you." 


Her expression changes as she looks at me strangely. "Nikki are you asking me to marry you or are you asking 


if its ok for you to ask me to marry you?" 

| shrug, "Both | guess." 

She smiles, shaking her head. "Well you really blundered that up baby. Like where's my ring and shit? Where's 
the romantic proposal? Fuck Izzy was simple but the shit was sweet. So when you can ask properly them 


maybe Ill say yes." 


| smirk. God | fucking love her. | nod, "You're on" 


Nikki The Savior Of Fucking Kittens 


Izzy's mom was a little disappointed that we had to skip town so fast but Guns ‘n’ Roses had a fucking tour to 
finish. 

And | was sure all hell would break loose if the management found out about the distraction | created for that 
delay. 

But | didn't fucking care. | got my girl back and was the happiest motherfucker on earth. 


So, we all landed early in LA and | just took care of Amy's baggage when | finally remember my job. 
Tour manager. Yeah, still have no fucking clue how in hell that happened. 


"| think we should call the management and tell them we're back. There are still some dates on our plate." | tell 


Axl. 


He nods, "Yeah, l'm gonna call Allan and ask what's up now. I've no fucking clue where Duff, Slash and Steven 


ended up, but I'm sure he can tell us." 

Axl strolls over to a payphone and inserts a few quarters. 

"Hey man, it's me" He starts and keeps quiet for a moment. | guess he's listening to a shitload of allegations. | 
can't help a chuckle. 


"Ugh... I'm not feeling well” MJ starts moaning. 


Izzy wraps an arm around his wife and caresses her big belly. 


"Maybe something you ate, honey?" 

| can't help a snort. 

"What exactly do you think it was, Izzy? Yours, mine or Axl's addional meal? Or the two burritos she ate 
before she went on the plane?" | say with a grin. 


"Ugh... You're an ass, Nikki" MJ moans again, rubbing her belly. 


| give her a wide grin. 


"Yeah, you know | love you, sweetheart." | say and earn a death stare from Izzy. 

Turning back to Axl's one-sided telephone conversation, | listen carefully as he speaks up. 

"Yeah, so?.. Oh you think this is my fucking fault then?.. Fuck you Allan.. | don't fucking care what you think... 
No, I'm in LA... Where the hell should | be otherwise?" 


Axl glares at me but | don't feel guilty. 


| pull Amy close to me and bury my face in her neck. God, she smells so fucking good. 


" No.. Oh, fucking Jesus... Now?.. Really?.. You called Slash, Duff and Steven?.. No, | have no idea.. Yeah... we'll be 
there." Axl hangs up and | get a bad feeling. 


"Now? They pissed?" | ask. 
Of course they are. 


"We're supposed to get there for a meeting, like now.’ Axl says. "I suggest we all head to the office first” 


Amy frowns but agrees with Axl. "Somebody has to account for these last few days,might as well be me..'m 


not the one with the contract after all." 
"Ugh... | just wanna get home, Izz" MJ moans again. "I really need to lay down a bit” 


‘lm not gonna send my pregnant wife home alone, Ax. I'm heading home and come back to the meeting as soon 


as possible." Izzy says. 


Axl shakes his head, "You don't understand Izzy. There's shit going down We really need to be there. All of us. 
It's already bad enough that nobody seems to know where the hell Slash is.” 


"But." Izzy tries again 
‘lm gonna take MJ home and get back to you." | cut Izzy off. "I'm just the fucking tour manager. 
Izzy shakes his head, "No, my wife is more important than some stupid fucking meeting.” 


| huff, "Then you agree, a cardboard box is no place for you two and a baby. Go to the meeting !zz. | think | 


can manage taking your wife home." 
"It's ok," MJ nods, "Nikki can take me and you can go to your meeting." 


Izzy grumbles a bit but finally gives in and gives her a kiss goodbye. | on the other hand practically dry hump 
Amy right there. Much to Axl's disliking | might add. 


So The guys and Amy take off for the meeting and | help MJ into my car. | get in the drivers seat and smile 


over at her. "You gonna be ok sweetheart?" 


She nods and strokes her belly, "Yeah, I'll be fine once | get home. We've just been running around so much 


lately. | just need some sleep." 


"Yeah, | imagine it's not too easy carrying around a baby in your stomach. | hope to find out for myself 


soon.well.not me personally, but Amy, ya know?" 


MJ smiles. "I didn't know you had considered having kids. My Nikki haven't you grown up." 
"And uttering word of that means instant death," | point my finger at her and crank the car. 


She just smiles at me. We drive along for quite some time since Izzy prefers to live in Bumfuck Egypt. We 


naturally hit traffic on the IOl freeway. Great. LA traffic sucks. 

"Great.fucking traffic jam," | mumble as my thumb taps at the wheel. We sit quietly, the traffic completely 
frozen. | continue drumming on the steering wheel. "I take the I0 to the 5 to the IOl. | got a song sitting here 
on the tip of my tongue." | sing out a line that plays through my head. 


"Are you working on a song? | didn't even know you could sing Nikki. 


| smirk, "I can't, why you think | put up with Vince? And no it just popped into my head sitting here in traffic. 


I's not exactly something I'd write for Crue.” 
Mj quickly jolts and grabs the dash. 
"You ok?" | quickly turn to her. 


Her eyes are wide as she looks over at me. She runs a hand between her legs and when she brings it back up 
it looks wet. 


"Please tell me you just pissed in my seat," | say knowing that looks a bit thick to be pee. 
"Nikki," she gasps, "I think my water just broke." 


"No no no no no..you can't go into labor in my car. No way you better hold that thing in until | can get you to 


a hospital,” | adamantly shake my head. 
"Nikki | don't think this is something | can control," she gasps. "This baby is coming right now." 


"No way MJ.it.it can't. We're stuck on the IOl look at that fucking traffic. Its hours to a hospital at this point.” 
Why the fuck hadn't | had one of those mobile car phones installed yet? Then | could get a couple motorcycle 
cops and an ambulance through this shit. 


"| want Izzy," MJ whimpers as she rocks. 


"Yeah, me too," | nod and run a hand through my hair. What the fuck was | going to do? Fuck, | don't know shit 
about babies except how not to make them. | sure as fuck didn't know how to bring one into the world. Fuck, 
who would ever qualify me to do some fucked up shit that serious. | mean we are talking about another life 


here. | just has to open my big fucking mouth and play hero. 


"It hurts Nikki," She almost squeals and for some fucked up reason | remember living on a pig farm for a while 


os a kid. 


‘Just try to stay calm!" | snap. Probably not the best way to soothe her. Excuse the fuck out of me for being 
a little freaked out at the fucking moment. 


MJ's hand goes between her legs again. "l.l think | feel it's head" 

"Well.push it back inl" | panic and get antsy in my seat. 

"Nikki you have to look," She points down there. 

"Are you crazy! | can't look at your pussy! Izzy would fucking kill me!" | back as far away from her as | can. 
"Goddamnit Nikki! LOOK!" she screams at me. 

Fuck me. Why me? Why do | always have to be hero. | reach across her to the side of the seat, "I'm just 
gonna lay the seat back, ok?" | pull the handle and the seat goes flat. MJ lets out another jolt and seems to 
hold her breath as tears stream from the corners of her eyes. 

"Nikki look," she cries. 

God Izzy forgive me for looking at your wife's pussy. And Amy, forgive me for looking at Amy's pussy. And 
god, fuck you for this traffic and fuck you for making me look at MJ's pussy. | take the hem of her dress and 


start to raise it over her knees and up her thighs. This would be seductive under different circumstances. 


'MJ..sweetheart you gotta open your legs," | say with a dry lump in my throat," | don't wanna look | don't 


wanna look. | don't wanna look. 

When she parts her legs open | see what no man should have to see. | see little black peach fuzz full of blood 
streaks. Holy fuck. It is a head. This baby is coming now. 

| must go white with shock. 

"IS it the head? Is it coming?" MJ frantically pants. 


| jump up straight in the drivers seat and pound the horn. "WOMAN IN LABOR!" | shout out the window. Fuck 


nothing is moving. | look to MJ in panic. "IT's coming sweetheart" 
"Nikki what do we do?" 


"How the fuck should | know?!" | emphatically shrug. 


MJ draws up in pain again. "I feel like a | need to push." 

"No no no, don't fucking push. Clench it. We have to get to the hospital!" 

"We're not going to make it, this baby wants out right now!" 

My eyes scan the car. "MJ | don't know how to do this.” 

‘Find something clean and just catch it. You got a knife, maybe a rubber band?" 


| pull a shirt from my suitcase and the rubber band wrapped around some business papers from my suitcase. 


| hold them up to show her. She's covered in sweat and crying and breathing hard and shit. 


"I have to push,"she nods at me. She contorts and clenches her eyes shut and looks like she's trying to take a 
shit. She collapses back with a pant, "Look,"she gasps. 


| don't want to. | don't want to. | don't want to. But | do. And | immediately wish | hadn't. "Holy fuck MJ, | can 


see it's face." 
"The heads out. you have to hook your fingers under the shoulders and help it" 
"No way. No fucking way! LOOKING was bad enough. Please don't make me," | beg. 


"Who else is going to Nikki? GROW UP AND GET THIS THING OUT OF ME!" MJ is freaking. 


| slide her seat all the way back and slide my long skinny legs into the floorboard between her parted thighs. 


"We are so gonna get an indecent exposure ticket." 

"Nikki please!" She wails as another contraction hits her. 

| reach down and touch to touch the baby. 

"Your hands, they're not clean 

Now this | can handle. | pull a bottle of Jack from under her seat and quickly drench them. | fan them until the 
alcohol evaporates. Mj draws into another contraction. "Please hurry Nikki, | don't know how much longer | can 
take it" 

| reach down and touch the pale baby. "EWE MJ it's so gross and slimy." 


"NIKKI!" 


| have to like shove my fingers in you MJ. | can't do that shit to another mans wife!" 


"DO ITI" NJ growls and looks up at me like she's possessed. 


| hesitate and slide my fingers inside of her. | can feel tiny little arm pits. MJ pushes hard and with a little tug 
from me there is a baby laying in my front seat. Good thing | had my eye on another car. 


| just stare at it with a gaping jaw and a purple rope coming off it's belly button 


"Wrap it up Nikki, let me see it. Is it a boy or a girl? You have to cut the cord and wrap the rubber band 


around it." 


| wrap it up in my shirt and look down between it's legs. | have no clue what comes over me but a tear 


escapes me. "It's a girl," | smile and admire her. She looks so much Izzy. 
"Give her here," MJ reaches for her. 


But I'm too amazed to let her go as | wipe a streak of blood from her forehead. 


Happy Endings Are Overrated 


Nikki's POV 


| can't believe this shit. 
| just delivered a fucking baby. Me. Nikki fucking Sixx. | pulled a new life out of a woman's body. How the fuck 
did | even do that? 


Don't get me wrong, | love pussy. | want a whole tribe of kids. | really do. 
And if | die, | hope itll be buried between a woman's legs and tapping out with a heart attack. 
But this? This whole birth process, | don't want to see any of that again. Like, ever! 


| fucking tell you: the pictures of that blue head pushing its way out of a hole that's meant to accommodate a 
dick That shit will haunt me forever. It's so fucking messy and wet. There's white shit, clear shit, bloody shit, 
and a fucking gross ass afterbirth in my floorboard that looks like the guts of wild game that was just gutted. 


My hands are still covered in blood From MJ's privates and I'm fucking shaking like I'm on full withdrawal. l'm 
operating on strictly autopilot because I'm freaked the fuck out. I've got to get this baby to a hospital. I'm no 
midwife or doctor. There could be something seriously wrong with this baby. | gotta get to the fucking hospital. 
When we're finally able to get through the fucking LA traffic 

| glance at MJ beside me. 


She looks tired as fuck. She's covered in a layer of sweat. But there's a smile on her face that makes her 
more beautiful than ever. She glows when she looks at her and Izzy's baby. 


The little girl is sleeping in her arms and | can't help thinking what a lucky motherfucker Izzy is. 
He's got himself a nice little family. 
This is what | want. Amy as my fucking wife and a shitload of little kids running around the house all day. And 


preferably one little girl like Izzy's here. | am a ladies man after all. | know we would steal one another's hearts. 


She's so fucking sweet, | was barely able to give her to MJ. | wish | had a beautiful little girl like that. 
Wait. Well, technically she's mine, right? | do think | recall a first born daughter as payment for saving Izzy's 
life twice. 


"You should name her Nikki, you know?" | chuckle. "I mean, technically she belongs to me anyway, so she should 


have my name at least." 


MJ smiles at me, "Delivering the little girl makes doesn't make you a father, Nikki. But at least a godfather | 


guess." 


Me? A godfather? 


Is she fucking serious? Who would ever want to put a child into my care? Fuck | can't even successfully get 


Amy to marry me. 
This is fucking nuts but for some reason | can't stop smiling at the thought of that. Being married with kids 
and having Izzy's little angel as my Goddaughter. 


We manage to get to the hospital without any further delays. 
Not that we needed those fuckers anyway. | fucking delivered that baby like a pro. 
No need for medical assistance here. Nikki Sixx already saved the fucking day. l'm the hero with the cape and 


white stallion with my sword drawn. | am God. 


| call Izzy to enlighten him that he's a fucking dad now. Luckily | get hold of the guys at Geffen. They are still 
in for that meeting. Sucks for the guy that he missed this shit. And even worse he has to get the news third 
hand. 


So | leave a message for Izzy and stay with MJ. 

After less than half an hour later, the door to MJ's room flies open and Izzy and the whole fucking band 
march in. Well, except Slash. | guess they didn't find that fucker though. He's sort of been doing his own thing 
lately. 


"What the hell happened?" Izzy calls out, breathing hard. He probably ran up here to the Sth floor being to 


impatient to wait for the elevator. 


Izzy scans the room. His first gaze goes to MJ, who's lying in bed. When he notices the baby in her arms, his 


gaze finds me with a frown. 
"Congratulations, fucker. It's a girll" | say with a smirk. 


"Hell, Izz. You're a fucking dad now." Axl says and pats Izzy's back while the other fuckers mumble some good 


wishes, too. 
| can see his eyes water as he keeps watching MJ and the baby, not leaving his sight as he sits down next to 
her. 


"God, she's beautiful, honey.” He says and kisses the girl's head. "What are we going to call her?" 


| can't help a chuckle. 


"Her name's Nikki of course." 


Izzy gives me a death stare. 


"Yeah.. over my dead body!" 


"I was thinking about Jenna" MJ says with a smile. "Maybe Jenna Nicole? Just to comfort Nikki? | mean he'll be 
the godfather." 


"the what?" Izzy cries out, watching me carefully. "What the hell happened?" 


| get up and sit down on the other side of the bed, caressing little Jenna possessively. 
"Get over it, Stradlin. | delivered the girl. I'm gonna be the fucking godfather. Period" 


Izzy keeps shaking his head while Axl and Duff laugh like fucking maniacs. 
"No way... 


"You remember you owe me your firstborn anyway, right?" 


Izzy lets out a laugh as tears stream down his eyes. "We're just gonna have to learn to share. Didn't you tell 


me | needed to learn to share?" 


| look up and see Amy. She's watching me with a trace of a smile on her lips. | give her big smile and my heart 


fills with love for her Il over again. 

"Can | hold her?" Izzy asks gently reaching for his newborn daughter. He holds her over his heart and looks 
down at her face. "She looks a lot like me, and i see MJ in her too. She's so beautiful. | can't believe | made 
this. This is a life. And she's mine.” He dries his tears, "| really gotta thank Ykinamundo. 

"Anybody seen Slash?" Duff asks. But no one has. 


"He said he was going down to the Cathouse or maybe the Seventh Veil," Steven answers. 


We all adore the baby for a while and get lost in jokes about her being mine now as payment. It was a cheerful 


happy room. And it was filled with love. Thank you Yakinamundo. 


Then One of our handlers bursts into the room and tells us that Slash is in bad shape down on sunset at some 


bar. Says he's shooting smack, coke, and drinking. Cops are on the way to arrest him. 


Izzy and | look at one another knowing what has to be done. We have to save Slash. Karma and all. Izzy turns 
to Axl with his daughter in his arms. "Will you look after her and MJ?" He asks as he gently places the baby in 
Axis Arms. Axl lights up. He has always loved kids. But this wasn't some random kid, this was Izzy's kid. His 
best friend since childhood. 


Izzy and | catch a cab and head off to rescue Slash from himself. Here | go playing hero again. 


The End 


thanks gys 


Rubi and | appreciate everyone who has stuck with this series. Hope you will enjoy part three. This one ends 
with a horrible overdose for Slash but is disscussed in part 3 


